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INTRODUCTION. 



THE recovery of many ecatteied legendary wbHa that not 
only have a really important bearing npon tlie eaily history 
of our country, but that also shed much light upon the Bpirit of 
its ancient laws and upon the domestic lives of its people, haa 
seemed to me a laudable undertaking. This purpose haa now 
taken form in the following collection of New-England Legends. 

As in a majority of instances these tales go far beyond the 
time when the interior was settled, they naturally cluster about 
the seaboard ; and it would scarcely be overstepping the limit 
separating exaggeration from truth to say that every le^ue of 
the New-England coast has its story or its legend. 

Disowned in an age of scepticism, there was once — and 
the time is not so far remote — no part of the body politic over 
which what we now vaguely term the legendary did not exer- 
cise the strongest influence ; so that, far from being merely a 
record of amusing fables, these tales, which are lai^y founded 
on fact, disclose the secret springs by which society was moved 
and history made. One looks beneath every mechanical con- 
trivance for the true origin of power. That is to assume that 
the beliefs of a people are the key to its social and potitical 
movements, and that history, taken in its broadest sense, cannot 
be tndy written without having regard to such beliefs. Had 
the conviction that witches existed not been universal, public 
sentiment would never have count«nanced the executions that 
took place in New England. 
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It may be said, then, that while History has its truth, the 
Legend has its own; both taking for their end the portrayal 
of Man as he has existed in every age, — a creature in whom 
the imagination is supreme, and who |>erforms deeds terrible 
or heroic according as it may be aroused into action. 

No apology need be made for the prevalence of superstition 
among our ancestors. Our century is not the judge of its prede- 
cessors. It was a superstitious age. King Charles I. inherited 
all the popular beliefs. He kept, as an attache of his court, an 
astrologer, whom he was accustomed to consult before enter- 
ing upon any important or hazardous undertaking. Laud, the 
highest prelate in England, tlie implacable persecutor of our 
Puritan ancestors, was a man haunted by the fear of omens. 
Indeed the most exalted personages in Church and State yielded 
full credence to all those marvels, the bare mention of which 
now calls up a smile of incredulity or of pity. New England 
was the child of a superstitious mother. 

Since the assertion is so often made that tliis is a practical 
age, owing no allegiance whatever to the degrading thraldom of 
ancient superstition, but coldly rejecting everything that cannot 
be fully accounted for upon rational grounds, I have thought 
it worth while to cite a few of those popular beliefs which 
neither the sceptical tendencies of the ago we live in, nor its 
wonder-working achievements, have been able to eradicate. They 
belong exclusively to no class, and have been transmitted from 
generation to generation through the medium of an unwritten 
language, to which the natural impulse of the human mind 
toward the supernatural is the common interpreter. While 
religion itself works through this mysterious channel of the 
Unknown and the Unseen, one need not stop to argue a fact 
that has such high sanction. So long as these beliefs shall 
continue to exert a control over the e very-day actions of men, 
it would be useless to deny to them a place in the movements 
regulating society; and so long as the twin mysteries of life 
and death confront us with their unsolved problems, it is 
certain that where i^eason cannot pass beyond, the imagination 
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will Btill Btrive to penetrate within, the barrier separating us 
from the invisible world. This invisiblo world is the realm of 
the supematuraJ. 

You will seldom see a man so mucli in a huny that he will 
not stop to pick up a horaeshoe. One sees this ancient charm 
against evil spirits in every household. In fact this piece of 
bent iron has become the popular symbol for good luck. Throw- 
ing an old shoe after a departing friend is as common a practice 
to-day as it ever was. Very few maidens n^ect the opporto- 
nity to get a peep at the new moon over the right shoulder ; 
and the old couplet, — 

See the moon through the glass. 
You 11 have trouble while it lasts, — 

is Btill extant. I know people who could not be induced to sit 
with thirteen at the table, who consider spilling the salt as 
unlucky, and who put iaith in dreams! 

With Catholics the belief in the eFBcacy of charms and of relics 
is a part of their religion. It is not long since a person adve^ 
tised in a public Journal for a caul ; while among ignorant people 
charms against sickness, or drowning, or evil spirits are still much 
worn. But their use is not wholly confined to this class; for I 
have myself known intelligent men who were in the habit of 
carrying a potato in their pocket, or of wearing a horse-chestnut 
suspended from the neck, as a cure for the rheumatism. 

Sailors retain unimpaired most of their old superstitions con- 
cerning things lucky or nnlucky. Farmeis are in^'ariably a 
superstitious folk, — at least in those places where they have 
lived from generation to generation. The pretty and touching 
custom of telling the bees of a death in the family is, as I have 
reason to know, a practice still adhered to in some parts of the 
country. The familiar legend of the hedgehog remains a trusted 
indication of an early or a late spring. Farmers have many super- 
stitions that have been domesticated among them for centuries. 
For instance, it is a common belief that if a creature loses its 
cud the animal wiU die uidess one is obtained for it by dividing 
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the cud of another beast. A sick cow will recover by having a 
live frog pass through her ; but the frog must be living, or the 
charm will not work. If a dog is seen eating grass, it is a sign 
of wet weather ; so it is if the grass is spotted with what is vul- 
garly called frogs' spittle. The girls believe that if you can form 
a wish while a meteor Ls falling, the wish will be fulfilled ; they 
will not pluck the common red iield-lily, for fear it will make 
them become freckled. In the country there are still found persons 
plying the trade of fortune-telling, while the number of haunted 
houses is notably increasing. The *' lucky-bone " of a codfish and 
the *' wishing-bone " of a chicken are things of wide repute. 

Plants and flowers — those beautiful emblems of immortality 
— have from immemorial time possessed their peculiar attributes 
or virtues. There are the mystic plants, and there are the 
symbolical ones, like the evergreens used in church-decoration 
and in cemeteries. Where is the maiden who has not diligently 
searched up and down the fields for the bashful four-leaved 
clover? How many books enclose within their leaves this 
little token of some unspoken wish ! The oracle of the Mar- 
guerite in Goethe's "Faust," — 

II m'aime ; 

n ni'aime beaucoup ; 

A la folie ; 

Pas du tout, — 

may oftener be consulted to-day than many a fair questioner of 
Fate would be willing to admit. Let those who will, say that 
all this is less than nothing ; yet I much doubt if the saying 
will bring conviction to the heart of womankind. 

Precious stones continue to hold in the popular mind some- 
thing of their old power to work good or evil to the wearer. 
A dealer in gems tells me that the sale of certain stones is mate- 
rially affected by the superstitions concerning them. It will 
be seen that some of these superstitions attach to the most im- 
portant concerns of life. My friend the dealer, who is quite 
as well versed in his calling as Mr. Isaacs was, says that the 
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opal is the gem ^at is most fnsquently apoken of as nulacky, 
and that the sale of the opal of late yeais has been very slow on 
ihat account. "It eeems," be continnes, "as if many ladies 
really beLeved that it would bring them misfortune to wear or 
even to own an opal; and we frequently hear ladies say that 
they would not accept one as a gift." Some writeia attribute 
thin unpopularity to Scott's "Anne of Geierateiu." This, at 
least, is a modem supeistitioa ; for the opal was once considered 
a talisman of rare virtue. 

An old Jeweller tells me that he firoquently sells a moonstone 
as a " lucky stone." It is of little pecuniary value, but he says 
that it is worn in rings and charms as bringing good luck. The 
moonstone has furnished Wllkie Collins with the theme for 
one of his weird tales. 

My informant goes on to say that " a fine turquoise is of a 
beautiful blue, — ■ about the color of a robin's egg. For some 
reason not perfectly underetood it changes from blue to green, 
and sometimes to nhite. I own a turquoise myself, which I 
am sure changes color, sometimes looking green, and sometimes 
blue. This change of color gave rise to the belief that the 
color of a turquoise varied with the health of the wearer, being 
blue when the wearer was in good health, and white or green 
in case of ill-health. The emerald is said to be the symbol of 
jealousy, — ' the green-eyed monster.' For this reason it ia not 
considered as being suitable for an eng^emeiit-ring. I don't 
know that I ever heard of one being ofiered as an engagement- 
gift ; and if a young gentleman should ask m; advice in regard 
to buying an emerald ring for this purpose, I should dissuade 
him, on the ground that the young lady might look upon it as 
a bad omen." Tliia feeling or superstition is used in Black's 
story of "The Three Feathers," in which a marriage is pre- 
vented by the gift of an emerald ring ; "for," says the novelist, 
" bow could any two people marry who had engaged themselves 
with an emerald ring?" A sapphire, on the contrary, given 
by another admirer, brings mattora to a happy conclusion; once 
more fulHUiug the prophecy of an old rhyme, — 
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Oh, green 's forsaken. 

And yellow *8 forsworn, 
And blue 's the sweetest 

Color that 's worn ! 

There certainly is a diifercuce in the way that all these be- 
liefs are received, — some people subscribing to them fully and 
frankly, while others, who do not like to be laughed at by 
their sceptical neighbors, speaking of them as trifles. But sucii 
doubters may be bett-er judged by their acts than by tlieir pro- 
fessions, — at least so long as they are willing to try the potency 
of this or that charm, ''just to see how it will come out." 

To return to the legendary pieces that compose this volume, 
it is proper to state that only certain poetic versions have hither- 
to been accessible to the public, and that consequently impres- 
sions have been formed that these versions were good and valid 
narratives ; while the fact is that the poems are not so much 
designed to teach history or its truth, as to illustrate its spirit 
in an effective and picturesque manner. Yet in most cases they 
do deal with real personages and events, and they stand for 
faithful relations. 

It was this fact that first gave me the idea of bringing the 
prose and poetic versions together, in order that those interested, 
more especially teachers, might have as ready access to the truth, 
as hitherto they have had to the romance, of history. 

For enabling me to carry out this idea my thanks are espe- 
cially due to Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co., who promptly 
granted me their permission to use the several extracts taken 
from the poems of Longfellow, Whittier, and Holmes; and 
I beg all those literary friends who have extended the like 
courtesy to accept the like acknowledgment. 

S. A. D. 
Melbose, Mass., Oct 1888. 
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THE SOLITARY OS" SHAWMUT. 

BV J. L. MOTLEY. 
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SOLITARY figure sat upon the summit of Shawmut. 

< He was a mail of about thirty years of nge, somewhat 
above the miJdlo heiyht, eleiidor in form, with u ijaie, thought- 
ful face. He wore a confuaed dark-colored, half-canonical dresa, 
vitli a gruy broad-lcoved hat strung with shells, like an ancient 
palmer's, and slouched hack from his peneivu brow, uroimd 
which his prematurely gray hair fell in heavy curls far down 
upon his neck. He had a wallet at his side, a hammer in bia 
girdle, and a long staff in his hand. The hermit of Shawmut 
looked out upon a scene of winning beauty. The promontory 
resembled rather two islands than a peninsula, although it waa 
anchored to the continent by a long slender thread of land 
which seemed hardly to restrain it from flonting out to join its 
fiifiter islands, which were thickly strewn about the bay. The 
j>eak upon which the hermit sat was the highest of the three 
eliifs of the peninsula ; upon the southeast, and rery near him, 
rose another hill of lesser height and more rounded form ; and 
npon the other side, and toward the north, u third craggy jieak 
presented ite bold and elevated front to the ocean. Thus the 
whole peninsula was made up of three lofty crags. It was from 
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this triple conformation of the promontory of Shawmut that was 
derived the appellation of Trimountain, or Tremont, which it 
soon afterwards received. 

The vast conical shadows were projected eastwardly, as the 
hermit, with his back to the declining sun, looked out upon the 
sea. 

The bay was spread out at his feet in a broad semicircle, with 
its extreme headlands vanishing in the hazy distance, while 
beyond rolled the vast expanse of ocean, with no spot of habi- 
table eaiiih beyond those outermost barriers and that far distant 
fatherland which the exile had left forever. Not a solitary sail 
whitened those purple waves, and saving the wing of the sea- 
gull, which now and then flaslied in the sunshine or gleamed 
across the dimness of the eastern horizon, the solitude was at the 
moment unbroken by a single movement of animated nature. 
An intense and breathless silence enwrapped the scene with a 
vast and mystic veil. The bay presented a spectacle of great 
beauty. It was not that the outlines of the coast around it were 
broken into those jagged and cloud-like masses, — that pictu- 
resque and startling scenery where precipitous crag, infinite 
abyss, and roaring surge unite to awaken stem and sublime 
emotions ; on the contrary, the gentle loveliness of this trans- 
atlantic scene inspired a soothing melancholy more congenial to 
the contemplative character of its solitary occupant. The bay, 
secluded within its forest- crowned hills, decorated with its neck- 
lace of emerald islands, with its dark-blue waters gilded with 
the rays of the western sun, and its shadowy forests of unknown 
antiquity expanding into infinite depths around, was an image 
of fresh and virgin beauty, a fitting type of a new world un- 
adorned by art, unploughed by industry, unscathed by war, 
wearing none of the thousand priceless jewels of civilization, 
and unpolluted by its thousand crimes, — springing, as it were, 
from the bosom of the ocean, cool, dripping, sparkling, and 
fresh from the hand of its Creator. 

On the left, as the pilgrim sat with his face to the east, the 
outlines of the coast were comparatively low, but broken into 
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gentle and pleasing forms. Immediately at his feet lay a larger 
island, in extent nearly equal to the peninsula of Sbawmiit, 
covered with mighty forest-trees, and at that day untenanted 
by a human being, although but a short time afterwards it 
became the residence of a distinguished pioneer. Outside this 
bulwark a chain of thickly wooded islets stretched across from 
shore to shore, with hut one or two narrow channels between, 
presenting a picturesque and effectual barrier to the boisterous 
storms of ocean. They seomeil like naiads, those islets lifting 
above the billows their gentle heads, crowned with the budding 
garlands of the spring, and cii'cling hand in hand, like protective 
deities, about the scene. 

On the south, beyond the narrow tongue of land which bound 
the peninsula to the main, and which was so slender that the 
spray from the eastern side was often dashed across it into the 
calmer cove of the west, rose in the immediate diataiice that 
long, boldly broken purple- colored ridge called the Massachu- 
setts, or Mount Arrow Head, by the natives, and by the tirst 
English discoverer baptized the Cheviot HilLs. On their left, 
and within the deep curve of the cfmst, were the slightly elo- 
vated heights of Passanogessit, or Merry Mount, and on their 
right stretched the broad forest, hill beyond hill, away. Towards 
the west and northwest, the eye wandered over a vast undu- 
lating panorama of gently rolling heights, upon whose summits 
the gigantic pine-foresta, with their towering tops piercing the 
clouds, were darkly shadowed upon the western sky, while in 
the dim distance, far above and beyond the whole, visible only 
through a cloudless atmosphere, rose the airy summits of the 
Wachusett, Watatick, and Monadnock Mountains. Upon the 
inland side, at the base of the hill, the Qiiinobequin River, 
which Smith had already christened with the royal name of 
his unhappy patron, Charles, might be seen writhing in its 
slow and tortuous course, like a wounded serpent, till it lost 
itself in the blue and beautiful cove which spread around the 
whole western edge of the peninsula; and within the same 
basin, directly opposite the northern peak of Shawmut, advanced 
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the boll! and craggy iiromoiiton of Mishawum wliere 'ftalford, 
the solitury emith had built liie thatched and pahiaied house. 
The blue thread of the River Mystio which here mingled its 
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waters with the Charlea, gleanieil for a moment beyond the 
heights of Mi&bawum, and then vanished into the frowning 
forest. 

Such was the Bcene, upon a bright afternoon of spring, which 
spread before tlie eyes of the solitary, WilliHm Blaxton, the 
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hermit of Shawmut. It was a simple but sublime image, that 
gentle exile in his silvan solitude. It was a simple but sub- 
lime thought, which placed him and sustained him in his lone 
retreat. In all ages there seem to exist men who have do 
appointed place in the world. They are before their age in 
their aspirations, above it in their contemplation, hut behind 
it in their capacity for action. Keen to detect the folKes and 
the inconsistencies which surround tbem, shrinking from the 
contact and the friction of the rough and boisterous world 
without, and building within the solitude of their meditations 
the airy iabric of a regenerated and purified existence, they pass 
their nights in unproductive study, and their days in dreams. 
With intelligence bright and copious enough to illuminate and 
to warm the chill atmosphere of the surrounding world, if the 
scattered raya were concentrated, but with an inability or dis- 
inclination to impress themselves upon other minds, they pass 
their lives without obtaining a result, and their characters, 
dwarfed by their distance frem the actual universe, acquire an 
' apparent indistinctness and feebleness which in reality does not 
belong to them. 

The impending revolution in Chureh and State which hung 
like a gathering thunder-cloud above England's devoted head, 
was exciting to the stronger spirits, whether of mischief or of 
virtue, who rejoiced ,to mingle in the elemental war and to 
plunge into the rolling surge of the world's events ; while to 
the timid, the hesitating, and the languid, it rose like a dark 
and threatening phantom, scaring them into solitude, or urging 
them to seek repose and safety in obscurity. Thus there may 
be men whose spirits are in advance of their age, while still the 
current of the world flows rapiilly past them. 

Of such men, and of such inatinots, was the solitary who 
sat on the cMa of Shawmut. Forswearing the country of 
his birth and early manhood, where there seemed, in the 
present state of her affairs, no jwssihility that minds Uke his 
could develop or sustain themselves, — dropping, as it were, 
like * premature and unripened fruit from the hough where 
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its blossoms had first unfolded, — he had wandered into vol- 
untary exile with hardly a regret. Debarred from ministering 
at the altar to which he had consecrated his youth, because 
unable to comply with mummery at which his soul revolted, 
he had become a high priest of nature, and had reared a pure 
and solitary altar in the wilderness. He had dwelt in this 
solitude for three or four years, and had found in the con- 
templation of nature, in the Hl»erty of conscience, in solitiiry 
study and self-comnuming, a solace for tlie ills he had sufforod, 
and a recompense for tlie world he had turned his back upon 
forever. 

His spirit was a prophetic spirit, and his virtues Monged not 
to his times. In an age which regarde<l toleration as a crime, 
he had the courage to cultivate it as a virtue. In an age in 
which liberty of conscience was considered fearful licentious- 
ness, he left his fatherland to obtain it, and was as rea<ly to 
rebuke tlie intolerant tyranny of the nonconformist of the wil- 
derness, as he had been to resist the bigotry and persecution 
of the prelacy at home. In short, the soul of the gentle her- 
mit flew upon pure white wings before its age, but it flew, 
like the dove, to the wilderness. Wanting both power and 
inclination to act upon others, he became not a reformer, but 
a recluse. Having enjoyed and improved a classical education 
at the University of Cambridge, he was a thorough and an 
elegant scholar. Ho was likewise a profound observer, and a 
student of nature in all her external manifestations, and loved 
to theorize and to dream in the various walks of science. The 
botanical and mineralogical wondei-s of the New World were 
to him the objects of unceasing speculation, and he loved to 
proceed from the known to the unknown, and to weave line 
chains of thought, which to his soaring fancy served to bind 
the actual to the unseen and the spiritual, and upon which, 
as upon the celestial ladder in the patriarch's vision, he could 
dream that the angels of the Lord were descending to earth 
from heaven. 

The day was fast declining as the solitary still sat upon the 
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peak and mused. He arose as the sun was sinking below the 
forest-crowned hilla which girt his silvan hermitage, and gazed 
steadfastly towards the west. 

"Another duj'," lie said, " hatli shone upon my lonely path ; 
another day hoth joined the buried ages whicli have folded their 
wings beneath yon glowing west, leaving in their noiseless flight 
aurosa this virgin world no trace nor relic of their passage. T is 
strange, 'tis f':arful, this eternal and unbroken silence. Upon 
what fitful and theckered scenes hath yonder sun looked down 
in other lauds, even in the coui'se of this single day's career! 
Events as thickly studded as the stars of Jieaveu have clustered 
and shone forth beneath his mye, even aa his glowing chariot- 
wheels performed their daily course ; and here, in this mysterious 
and speechless world, as if a spell of enchantment lay upon it, 
the silence is unbroken, the whole face of nature still dewy and 
fresh. The step of civilization hatJi not adorned nor polluted the 
surface of this wilderness. No stately temples gleam in yonder 
valleys, no storied monument nor aspiring shaft pierces yonder 
floating clouds ; no mighty cities, swarming with life, filled to 
bursting with the ten thousand attendants of civilized humanity, 
luxury and want, pampered sloth, stniggling industry, disease, 
crime, riot, pestilence, death, all hotly pent witlnn their narrow 
precincts, encumber yon sweeping plains ; no peaceful villages, 
cUnging to ancient, ivy-mantled churches ; no teeming fields, 
spreading their vast and nourishing bosoms to the toiling thou- 
sands, meet this wandering ptze. No cheerful chime of vesper- 
bell, no peaceful low of tlie returning kiiie, no watcJi-dog's bark, 
no merry shout of diildreii's innocent voices, no floating music 
from the sliepherd'a pipe, no old familiar soiuida of humanity, 
break on this listening ear. No snowy siiil shines on yon eternal 
ocean, its blue ex]Hinse unrufiled and unmarred as the azure 
heaven ; and ah ! no crimson lumners flout the sky, and no 
emKittled hosts shake with their martial tread this silent earth. 
'T is silence and mystery all. Shnl^ it be ever thus t Shall this 
greon and beautiful world, which so long hath slept invisibly 
at the side of its ancient sister, still weave its virgin wreath 
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unsoiled by passion and pollution? Shall this new, vast page 
in the broad history of man remain unsullied, or shall it soon 
flutter in the storm-winds of fate, and l)e stamped with the same 
iron record, the same dreary catalogue of misery and crime, which 
fills the chronicle of the elder world ] T is passing strange, this 
sudden apocalypse ! Lo ! is it not as if the universe, the narrow 
universe which bounded men's thoughts in ages past, had swung 
open, as if by an almighty tiat, and spread wide its eastern and 
western wings at once, to shelter the myriads of the human 
racer' 

The hermit arose, slowly collected a few simples which he 
had culled from the wilderness, a few roots of early spring 
flowers which he destined for his garden, and stored them in 
his wallet, and then, grasping his long staff, began slowly to 
descend the hill. 



BOSTON COMMON, — FIRST PICTURR 

BY O. W. HOLMES. 

[The first of the poet ndines's " Three Pictures " depicts the same person 
and scene that we have considered the most fitting introduction to our L^ends, 
— the solitary inhabitant and the solitude that his presence rendered still more 
lonely. But prefening this to the companionship of the "Lonl's brethren,'* 
as he is said to have called the Puritan settlers of Boston, Blackstone removed 
into the heart of the outlying wildeniess, where savages were liis only neigh- 
bors. Here he died. The spot where his lonely cottage stood in Shawmut, 
and the place where he is buried, are equally unknown.] 

All overgrown with t)iish and fern, 

And straggling clumps of tangled trees. 
With trunks that lean and boughs that turn. 

Bent eastward by the mastering breeze, — 
With spongy bogs that drip and fill 

A yellow pond with muddy rain. 
Beneath the shaggy soutbeni hill, 

Lies, wet and low, the Shawnuit plain. 
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And hftik 1 the trodden branches crack ; 

A crow flaps oflT with etartled scream ; 
A straying woodchuck canters back ; 

A bittern rises from the stream ; 
Leaps from his lair n frightened deer ; 

An otter planges in the pool ; — 
Here comes old Shawmut'a pioneer, 

The parson on hia brindled bull ! 



MISTRESS ANNE HUTCHINSON, 

1634. 

THE biographies of Mrs. Anne Hutchinson have, bo to 
speak, been written by her enemies. Modem authors, in 
writing of her, have rehearsed her story from the point of 
view of the seventeenth century, and 
we live in the nineteenth. But History 
accepts no verdict that is not founded 
in impartial justice, and impnrtial justice 
was the one thing that Anne Hutchinson 
could expect neither from her accusers 
nor her judges. All the errors imputed 
to her — and they were sufficiently venial 
of themselves — mere quibbles, in fiict — 
might and should, we think, have been 
settled within the church of which she 
was a member; but the voice of the 
community in which she lived, which 
knew and respected her most for ber 
Christian virtues and her siitning talents, 
was silenced in tbe general outcry raised 
from without, "Crucify her, crucify her!" ^^^, 

and, weakly yielding to it, the civil arm 
struck her down as relentlessly ts it would Imve <ione the worst 
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of criminals or the most dangerous enemy to public order. Mrs. 
Hutchinson was driven with ignominy from her home into exile, 
fdr maintaining in her own house that a mere profession of faith 
could not evidence salvation unless the Spirit first revealed itself 
from within. Her appeal is to be heard. It is too late to blot 
out the record, but there is yet time to reverse the attainder. 

We begin our sketcii with a simple introduction. 

Anne Marbury was a daughter of Francis Marbury, who was 
first a minister in Lincolnshii-e, and afterwards in London. This 
fact should be borne in mind when following her after career. 
She was the daughter of a scholar and a theologian. Naturally, 
therefore, much of her unmarried as well as her married life had 
been passed in the society of ministei's, whom she learned to 
esteem more for what they knew than for what they preached. 
The same fact, too, her intellectual gifts being considered, reason- 
ably accounts for her pondering deeply the truths of Christian- 
ity and her fondness for theological discussion both for its own 
sake and as involving the great problem of her own life. It 
was the atmosphere in which she had lived and moved and had 
her being. It aroused and quickened her intellectual faculties 
and perceptions. She lived, too, in a time of great religious 
excitement, soon to become one of active warfare, the period of 
the great Puritan revolt, so that it is easily seen how that 
movement, which had enlisted some of the noblest women in 
England, should absorb such a one as Anne, who was intel- 
lectually an enthusiast and morally an agitator, who had been 
accustomed to breathe the atmosphere of adulation, and who 
was ambitious, capable, and adroit. While still young, she mar- 
ried William Hutchinson, a country gentleman of good character 
and estate, also of Lincolnshire. We know very little of him, 
and that little comes from Winthrop, the bitter enemy and per- 
secutor of his wife, who indeed speaks of the husband in terms 
approaching contempt. But this is also an unconscious tribute 
to the superior talents of Anne. Were it all true, we simply 
discover once more the mutual yet unaccountable sympathy 
existing between a strong woman and a weak man which it is 
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the custom of the world to Batirize or to eneer at. There is, 
however, little doubt that the attachment of one for the other 
wa« mutually lasting and sincere, in spito of the sore trials to 
which their marrieil life was exposed. But allowing that he 
was eclipsed hy the sii]ierior brilliancy of bis wife, there is quite 
enough evidence to prove that William Hutchinson was a man 
of sterling character and worth. He played a secondary, but no 
ignoble, part in the events we have to narrate. 

It happened that the Hutchinsons were pariahioneis of the 
Rev. John Cotti>n when that celebrated divine was minister of 
the Church of Boston, in Lincolnshire. For him and his abili- 
ties Mre. Hutchinson had the highest respect and esteem. And 
when Cotton tied to Nbw England, as he like so many others 
waa at length comijclled to do, in order to escape from the 
tyranny of the bishops, the Hutchinsona also resolved to emi- 
grate thither, and presently the whole iamily did so. It is 
proper to be mentioned here that Mrs. Hutchinson's daughter 
had married the Rev- Johri Wheelwright, another minister of 
Lincolnshire, who wns also deprived for nonconformity, and 
who also came to New England in connequence of the perse- 
cutions of Archbishop Laud. 

The long interval that elapsed between the date of bei mar- 
riage and that of her removal to America is very imperfectly 
filled out in the notices wo have of Mrs, Hutcbinaon'a life. We 
are not made acquainted with any of those formative processes 
by which she became so well equipped for the mental and spirit- 
ual conflict that she was soon to enter upon with an adversary 
who could neither learn nor forget. A family had now grown 
up around her. Besides the daughter, the Mrs. Wheelwright 
already mentioned, there were three sons; so that it was no 
young, sentimental, or unbalanced novice, but a middle-aged, 
matured, and experienced woman of the world who embarked 
in the autumn of 1634 for New England, looking eagerly there 
to obtain and enjoy liberty of conscience among those who 
might be supposed, if any people on the earth could, to know 
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During the voyage she entered into discussions with some 
Puritan ministers who were also going out to New England, 
upon such abstruse points as what were the evidences of justi- 
fication, and she broadly hinted that when they should arrive 
at their destination they might expect to hear more from her. 
From these things, trivial in tliemselves, it is clear that Mrs. 
Hutchinson considered herself to have a mission to deliver to 
the people and churches of New England. She avowed her 
entire belief in direct revelations made to the elect, moreover 
declaring that never had anything of importance happened to 
her which had not been revealed to her beforehand. 

The vessel made her port on the 18th of September, 1634. 
Its appearance was so mean and so uninviting, that one of her 
fellow passengers, supposing it to have depressed her spirits, 
commented upon it, in order, as it appeared, to draw her out. 
But she denied that the meanness of the place had in any way 
aflfected her, because, as she said, " she knew that the bounds 
of her habitation were already determined." 

Upon their arrival, Mr. and Mrs. Hutchinson made their 
application to be received as members of the church. This 
step was indispensable to admit them into Christian fellowship 
and him to the privileges of a citizen. He was admitted in Octo- 
ber, but in consequence of the reports already spread concerning 
her extravagant opinions, Mrs. Hutchinson was subjected to a 
searching examination before her request was granted. She, 
however, passed through the ordeal safely, the examining min- 
isters, one of whom was her old and l>eloved pastor, Mr. Cotton, 
declaring themselves satisfied with her answers. She entered 
the Boston church in November. 

For some time onward we hear very little of Mrs. Hutchinson, 
except that she was treated with particular respect and attention 
by Mr. Cotton and others. The getting settled in a new home 
probably occupied her to the exclusion of everything else. Her 
husband took a house in Boston, and being duly admitted a 
freeman of the Colony, he was immediately called upon to bear 
his part in business of public concern, which he did willingly 
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many friends, while her intrepidity of soul and her capacity 
for dealing with those interesting questions from the discussion 
of which tliey were excluded, led many of lier own sex to look 
up to her not only as a person whose opinions were worth 
regarding, but also with admiration amounting to homage. 

Adopting an established custom of the town, Mrs. Hutchinson 
held in her own house two weekly meetings, — one for men and 
women, and one exclusively for women, — at which she was the 
oracle. These meetings were for no other purpose than to hear 
read and to discuss the sermons of the previous Sabbath, and 
for general religious conversation and edification. They were 
what would be called in our own day a club. The bringing 
women together in any way for independent thought and action 
was a most bold and novel innovation, requiring much moral 
courage on the part of tlie mover. Her manner and address, 
her ready wit, her thorough mastery of her subject, the strong 
purpose she displayed, establislied her ascendency in these dis- 
cussions, and were fast gaining for her a popularity that, spread- 
ing from her house as a centre, alarmed the ministers for their 
own hold upon the public mind, and so determined them to 
call her and her doctrines seriously to account. 

Tliat Mrs. Hutcliinson's conversations were not at first con- 
sidered to be dangerous either in themselves or in their effects, 
is clear from the fact that the most eminent ministers and 
magistrates, attracted by her fame, came from all cjuarters to 
hear and dispute with her. Such was her ready command of 
Scripture authorities and her skill in using all the weapons of 
argument, that the strongest heads in the colony found them- 
selves unable to cope with her successfully upon her chosen 
ground. She was impassioned, she was adroit ; she was an 
enthusiast, and yet she was subtle, logical, and deep : she was 
a woman who believed herself inspired to do a certain work, 
and who had the courage of her convictions. Could any other 
have brought such men as Cotton, Vane, Wheelwright, Codding- 
ton, completely to embrace her views, or have sent one like 
Winthrop to his closet, wrestling with himself, yet more than 
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half persuaded 1 To call such a woman an adventuress, a te^ 
magant, or a "Jezebel," is a grave reflection upou the under- 
staiiiling of some of tlie best minds iu the Colony. 

Anne Hutchinson's doctrines were, in plain English, these : 
She held and advocated a^ the highest truth that a person could 
be justified only by au actual and manifest revelation of the 
spirit to him personally. There could be, she said, no other 
evidence of grace. She repudiated a doctrine of works, and 
she denied tbat holiness of living alone could be received as 
evidence of regeneration, since hypocrites might live outwardly 
as pure lives as the saiuta do. The Puritan churches held that 
sanctifi cation by the will was evidence of justification. 

For a time people of every condition were drawn into the 
dispute about these subtleties. The Boston church divided upon 
it, the greater number, however, siding with Mr. Cotton, whose 
views were understood to agree with those maintained by Mrs. 
Hutchinson. From Boston it rapidly spread into the country, 
but there, removed from the potent personal magnetism of Mrs. 
Hutchiuson, the clergy were better able to withstand the move- 
ment that it may be truly said had carried Boston by storm. 

In announcing these opinions of heis, Mrs. Hutchinson freely 
criticised those ministers who preached a covenant of works. 
This embittered them toward her. Emboldened by the in- 
creasing number of her followers, she became more and more 
aggressive, so that the number of her enemies was increasing in 
proportion to that of her proselytes. The breach that coolness 
and moderatiou might easily have bridged soon widened into 
a gulf that could not be crossed. Unsuspicious of any danger, 
or that what was said in the privacy of her own house was 
being carefully treasured up against her, poor Jlrs. Hutchinson 
was led into speaking her mind more freely as to doctrines and 
persona than was consistent with prudence or foresight, so that 
before she was aware of it what hail so far been a harmless war 
of words, now becoming an iin reconcilable feud, burst forth into 
a war of factions. Events then marched rapidly on. 

Governor Wiuthrop and Mr. Wilson, the jiastor of the church, 
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led the opposition in Boston. The matter was first brought 
before the General Court upon a sermon preached by Mr. Wheel- 
wright, and in this body the country was able to make liead 
against the town. A personal struggle ensued between Winthrop 
and Vane, in which the former was victorious. Vane then left 
the country in disgust. 

The party having as it were lost its head, made no difference 
with Mrs. Hutchinson. She continued her lectures, undisturbed 
by the signs of the approaching storm, until all the churches 
could be summoned to a general synod, which assembled in great 
solemnity at Cambridge, to sit in judgment upon the new and 
startling Familistic doctrines. This was the first synod held in 
the western hemisphere. Its deliberations were preceded by 
a day of fasting and prayer throughout the Colony. What it 
decreed would be sustained by the civil power. 

The convocation was a stormy one. Three weeks were spent 
in discussing the errors that were formulated in the indictment 
presented to it. Perceiving the drift toward persecution, some 
of the members for Boston withdrew in disgust The Synod 
finished by condemning as heresies all of the eighty odd points 
covering the new opinions, thus bringing them within the pale 
of the law. Mr. Cotton was cither too weak or too politic to 
withstand the pressure brought to bear upon him, and he gave 
a qualified adhesion to the proceedings. 

Being thus backed by the whole spiritual power of the Colony, 
the Winthrop party no longer hesitated to use severe measures. 
Mr. Wheelwright was first called before the Court, to be sum- 
marily sentenced to disfranchisement and banishment. No 
one pretends that he was not an able, pure, and upright man. 
Others of Mrs. Hutchinson's adherents received various sen- 
tences. Then the priestess and prophetess herself was arraigned 
at the bar as a criminal of the most dangerous kind. 

The proceedings at this trial are preserved in the *' History of 
Massachusetts under the Colony and Province," of wliich Gov- 
ernor Hutchinson, the descendant of the persecuted Anne, is the 
author. They are voluminous. Winthrop, who presided, iirst 
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catecliiaed hex. She nuewered }iiiu boldly, but ■with dignity. 
Then Bradslreel, and then Dudley, the deputy -governor, took 
tains in trying to exturt fnun her eome dama^ng adin 




Neither suLweded Governor 
\\ luthrop nil wa oa much when 
nauHj this extraordinary Ian 
guage toward tha prisoner whi 
IS lefendiiig herself ainglo- 
handed against a multitude of 
prosecutors 

' It le well discerned to the 
Court that Mrs. Ilntcbinaon can 
tell when to speak luui when to hold her tongue. Upon the 
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answering of a question which wo desire her to tell her thoughts 
of, she desires to be pardoned." 

Anne Hutchinson did not fall into the snare. She replied : 
" It is one thing for me to come before a public magistracy and 
there to speak what they would have mo to sjH^^ik, and another 
when a man comes to mo in a way of friondsliip, privately ; 
there is difference in that." 

Six of the foremost ministers in the (.-olony, among whom 
were the Apostle Eliot and the subsequontly famous Hugh 
Peters, then gave evidence that she liad told them they were 
not able ministers of the New Testament, and that they i)reached 
a covenant of works. Only Mr. Shopard, of the C'ambridge 
church, spoke of her considerately ; the rest had steeled them- 
selves against h(»r. 

Mrs. Hutchinson gavo a plump denial to some things that 
these ministers had alleged, and then she prudently asked that 
they might be recjuired to give their evidence under oath, in 
a case touching her i)ersonal liberty as this did. To this the 
Governor strongly demurred ; but Mrs. Hutchinson stoutly main- 
taining her right, she finally prevailed. From a score or more 
of accu.sers, the number of ministers who were willing to swear 
was thus reduced to tliroo. 

The only persons who spoke for her were silenced by being 
browbeaten. Her fate was determined when the Court assem- 
bled. Mr. Cotton defended her weakly and equivocally. Mr. 
Coddington most valiantly, but to as little purpose. Seeing 
how the case was going against her, ho spoke up hotly while 
smarting under a rebuke just administered by the President : 

" I beseech you do not s])eak so to force things along, for I 
do not, for my own part, see any equity in all your ])roceedings. 
Here is no law of (iod that she hath broken, nor anv law of the 
country, and therefore deserves no censure. And if she say that 
the elders preach as the apostles did (before the Ascension), why 
they preached a covenant of grace, and what wrong is that to 
them 1 " 

Governor Winthrop then ])ronounced sentence of banishment 
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against the woman vrbu, as Coddin(^n truly said, " had bioken 
no law either of God or of man." 

This mockery of a trial, in which the judges expounded 
theology instead of law, and iu which no rale of evidence was 
respected until the prosecutors were shamed into allowing the 
prisoner's demand that her accusers shoiUd be sworn, was now 
ended. Pending the further order of the Court, Mis. Hutchin- 
son was delivered into the custody of Mr. Joseph Weld, of 
Roxbury. She had still another, probably a harder, trial to go 
through with, when the Boston church of which she was a 
member, and which had so lately applauded and caressed ber, 
sat iB judgment upon her and excommunicated her. Her hus- 
band then sold all his property, and removed with his family 
to the Island of Aqnidueck, as did many others whose opinions 
had brought them under the censure of the governing powers. 
Mr. Hutchinson nobly stood by his wife to the last. When a 
committee of the Boston church went to Khudo Island for the 
purpose of endeavoring to bring these lost sheep back into the 
fold, he told them that he accounted Ilia wife "a dear saint 
and servant of God." 

The triumphant opposition now carried matters with a heavy 
band. Winthrop strenuously exerted himself to crush Mrs. 
Hutchinson's followers. In consequence of this a great number 
of the principal irdiabitants of Boston who had become involved 
in these troubles, and who were now deprived of their political 
privileges as a punishment therefor, also removed to Rhode 
Island. Of these Goddington and Dummer ha<l been assist- 
ants or counsellors ; Hutchinson, Go^eshall, and Aspinwall were 
representatives. Rainsford, Sanford, Savage, Eliot, Easton, Ben- 
dalt, and Denison, were all persons of distinction. About sixty 
others were disarmed. These exiles, having purchased the island 
of the Indians, were the first to found a civil government there. 
And thus did the stone which the builders rejected become the 
head of the comer. 

The rest of Mrs. Hutchinson's history is briefly told. After 
tlie death of her husband, which happened five years later, she 
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again removed with her fauiily into the Dutch territory of New 
Netherlauds, settling near what i^t now New Kochelle. During 
the following year her house was suddenly assaulted by hostile 
Indians, who, in their revengeful fury, murdered the whole 
family, excepting only one daughter, who was carried away into 
captivity. 

Mrs. Hutchinson's oll'euce consisted in using the great intel- 
lectual powers with which she was undeniably gifted for solving 
the problem of her own life. Her enemies vanquished, but they 
could not convince, her. It is not denied that she was a pure 
woman, an aifectionate wife and mother, to the poor a bene- 
factor, and to her convictions of Christian dutv conscientious 
and faithful to the last. To succeeding generations she is an 
amazing example of the intolerance existing in her day. 



THE DEATH OF RAINSBOROUGH. 

164a 

THE civil wars in England preceding the tlethronement and 
death of Charles I. opened an alluring field for reaping 
individual renown which many adventurous New Englanders 
hastened to enter. It was there in New England, if anywhere, 
that the revolt against the crushing tyranny from which thou- 
sands had fled should find its legitimate echo. Moreover, an 
appeal to arms had become the dream of many of the enthusias- 
tic young men of this martial age. Xo sooner, therefore, had the 
sword been drawn, than these men of New England, tiiking 
their Geneva Bibles and their Spanish rapiers in their hands, 
enrolled themselves under the banners of the Parliament, and 
some of them carved with their good blades an enduring record 
upon the history of the time. 

Foremost among these volunteers for the Puritan cause was 
William Rainsborough, who lived here in 1G39, and was, with 
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Kobert Sedgwick asd Israel StoughtoD, thea a member of the 
Honorable Artillery Company of Boston. Raiusborough had 
speedily risen to be colonel of a regiment in the Parliamoutoiy 
army, in which this Stougliton was lieutenant-colonel, Nehemiab 
Bourne, a Boston shipwright, major, and John Leverett, afte^ 
wards governor, a captain ; William Hudson, supposed to be 
also of Boston, was ensign. A son of Governor Winthrop also 
served with credit in these same wars, and in New England 
the having furnished one of Oliver's aoldiera was loi^ one of 
the most valued of family traditions. 

Bainstwrough owed his rapid advancement to the distinguished 
gnllantr; that be displayed in the field, as well as to his zeal 
for the cause, both of which qualifications, so essential in the 
Puritan soldier, earned for him the warm friendahip of Crom- 
well, with whom he was thoroughly one in spirit. Indeed he 
appears to have held political Bentiments quite as advanced as 
those of his great leader. We find him sustaining positions of 
high trust both in camp and council, always with ability, and 
always with credit to himself and his patron. 

In the memorable storming of Bristol, then held by Prince 
Rupert, Rainsborongh commanded a brigade which was posted 
in front of the strongest part of the enemy's line of defence. 
The duty of assaulting this position fell to him. Cromwell tells 
how it was performed, in an official letter written from Bristol 
immediately after the surrender of the place. 

" Colonel Bainsborough's post was near to Durham Down, 
whereof the dragoons and three regiments of horse made good a 
post upon the Down, between him and the River Avon, on his 
right baud. And from Colonel Rainsborough's quarteiB to 
Froom River, on his left, a part of Colonel Birch's and the 
whole of General Skippou's regiment wore to maintain that 
post." 

The signal for storming being given, the Parliamentary 
troops advanced with great resolution against the enemy's whole 
line, and were suddenly in possession of the greater portion 
of it. 



24 NEW-ENGLAND LEGENDS. 

" During this," says the General, " Colonel Eainsborough and 
Colonel Hammond attempted Pryor's Hill Fort and the line 
downward towards Froom; and the major-general's regiment 
being to storm towards Froom Kiver, Colonel Hammond pos- 
sessed the line immediately, and beating the enemy from it, 
made way for the horse to enter. Colonel liainsborough, who 
bad the hardest task of all at Tryor's Hill Fort, attempted it, 
and fought near three hours for it. And indeed there was great 
despair of carrying the place, it being exceedingly high, a ladder 
of thirty rounds scarcely reaching the top thereof; but his reso- 
lution was such that, notwithstanding the inaccessibleness and 
difficulty, he would not give it over. The enemy had four 
pieces of cannon upon it, which they plied with round and case 
shot upon our men ; his lieutenant. Colonel Bowen (Bourne), 
and others were two hours at push of pike, standing upon the 
palisades, but could not enter. But now Colonel Hammond 
being entered the line ... by means of this entrance of Colonel 
Hammond, they did storm the fort on that part which was 
inward ; and so Colonel Bainsborough's and Colonel Hammond's 
men entered the fort, and immediately put almost all the men 
in it to the sword." 

For his resolute bravery on this occasion liainsborough wiis 
one of the officers deputed by Fairfax to receive the surrender 
of the place. 

Raiusborough subsequently acted as one of the commissioners 
from the Army, with Ireton and Hammond, to treat with the 
King, and he was also one of the officers who stirred up in the 
Army that spirit of discontent with the half measures of Parlia- 
ment which, bursting out into open revolt, paved the way to its 
final and humiliating downfall. 

When the insurrection immediately preceding the second 
civil war broke out, Raiusborough was in command and on 
board of the English fleet, and he is then called Admiral 
Raiusborough. It is well known that the sailors embraced, 
almost to a man, the Royalist side. They put their Admiral on 
shore, and then hoisted sail for Holland and the young Prince 
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of Wales. Rainsborough then went up to London, presently 
leceiviag orders to f^ upon liiii last service, into Yorksliire. 

It was in tlie year 1648 that the Yorkshiro Royalists, who 
had been living iu quiet sini;e the first wur, wero again excited 
by intelligHiicti of Dukn Hamilton's intended invasion. A plan 
was laid and auccesstuUy carried out by them to eurprise Pom- 
fret Castle (sometimes called Fontefract), the greatest and 
strongest castle in all England, then held by Colonel Cotterel as 
governor for the Parliament. It was then victualled to with- 
stand a long siege. The Castle was soon besieged by Sir Eilward 
Rhodes and Sir Henry Cholinondley with five thousand regular 
' titKipH, but the royal garrison stubbornly held out for the 
King. 

It being likely to prove a tedious affair, General Rainsborough 
was sent from London by the Parliament to put a speedy end 
to it. Ho pitched his headiiuarters for the moment at Don- 
coster, twelve miles from PiimCret, with twelve hundred foot 
and two regiments of horse. 

The Castle garrison having in some way learned of Hamilton's 
disastrous defeat at Preston, that he was in full retreat for Scot 
land, and that Sir Marmaduke Langiialc, who commanded the 
English in that battle, was a prisoner, formed the bold design 
of seizing Oenend Ifainsborough in his eamp and holding him 
as a hostage for Sir Marmaduke ; for it was clear enough that the 
principal actors in this unlucky rising would now bo in great 
peril of losing their heads on the charge of high treason. The 
scheme seemed all the more feasible because the General and 
his men were nnder no apprehension of any surprise ; the t)astle 
being twelve miles distant, closely besieged, and being moreover 
now the only garrison held for the King in all England. 

The plan was shrewdly laid, favored by circumstances, and 
was completely aucecssful, except that instead of bringing the 
General otf as a prisoner, they killed him. With twenty-two 
liicked men, all hohl ri.lera and well mounted. Captain William 
Paulden penetrateil through the besiegers' lines into Doncoster 
undiscovered. The guards were immediately assaulted and 
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dispersed, while a party of four troopers made direct for the 
Geneml'B lodgings. At the door they were met by his lieutenant, 
who, uiwQ their announcing that they had come with despatches 
from General Cromwell, conducted theia to the chamber where 
Kainsborougb was in bed. While the General was opening 
the false despatch, which contained nothing but blank paper, 
the King's men told him tlmt lie was their prisoner, but that 
not a hair of his head should be touched if he went quietly 
along with them. They then disarmed his lieutenant, who had 
so innocently facilitated their design, and brought both the 
General and him out uf the house. A horse stood ready saddled, 
which Gainsborough was directed to mount. He at first seemed 
willing to do so, and put his foot in the stirrup; but upon look- 
ing about him and seeing only four enemies, while his lieutenant 
and a sentinel (whom they had not disarmed) were standing by 
him, he suddenly pulled his foot out of the stirrup and cried 
out, "Arms/ Amu .'" 

Upon this, one of his enemies, letting fall hia aword and pis- 
tol, — for the object was to take the General alive, — caught 
hold of Rainstwrough, who grappled fiercely with him, and both 
fell struggling to the ground. The General's lieutenant then 
picked up the trooper's pistol, but was instantly run through 
the body by Paulden's lieutenant while ho was in the act of 
cocking it. A tliird then stabbed Rainsborough in the neck ; 
yet the General gained his feet with the trooper's sword, with 
whom he had been struggling, in his hand. Seeing him deter- 
mined to die rather than be taken, the lieutenant of the party 
then passed his sword through hia body, when the brave but 
ill-fated Rainsborough fell dead upon the pavement of the 
courtyard. 
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THE CASE OF MISTRESS ANN HIBBINS. 

1656. 



stitioii, > 



" rriHE devil w in it ' " Is iii>t tliis pithy cxpreasion, we in- 

-1- ijuin-, a Hurviviiig iiji;inL>]it(> of llin dark iliiy of sui^r- 

iverythiiig that was stwtigf- <.<t inexplicabio was by 

n consent referred to thti duvitoa of tlio Kvil Ono 1 

woulii Ik' tiotli iiiluresting itnd instniclivi' furllier to ask 

if tliflre are still jwoplu wlio rogiinl 

Hpillin^' tiiu siUt, b(>giiining a joiinicy 

on Friday, breaking a looking-^duss, or 

sittinf,' witli tliirtoen at tbo table, as 

tliintjs tif I'vil omen, to he. sempiiloiLily 

avoided ; or whether they w..hI.I ho 

witling to ndtnit that hanging a clmrni 

itbont a ehild'a nack, setting a iieu on 

iin orlil number of eggs, putting tnist 

in a rusty horseiibix', or seeing the 

iu<Joii over a jKirtieulur shoulder, — 

to ttfty nothing of dreams, signs, or 

haunted Jumses, — are neither more 

ni>i' less than so many indications of 

-— ,- the proiieness nf onr nature to admit 

NioHT WATciiinN. tlio supematur.d. Nor is it so long 

ago siiiee peojdo were living in the 

rural towns of New Englanil who could rciuewber reputed 

wit-ches, and what dread they inspired in the minds of the 

ignorant or the tiinitl. Upon looking back over the ground 

that the enliglitonmont of the age baa conquered, one ia half 

inclirjed to say tjiat, in some form or other, superstition will bo 

about the last thing eradicated from the human mind. It is in 

oriler to enable the reader fiiirly to make the comparison of his 
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own with a remote time that we offer him these tiiuts before 
begiuniiiy our story about Mrs. Hibbiiia. 

Tlie little tliat can be recovered concerning thia most uufor 
tuuate woman, of wliom we would gladly know more than wc 
do, i>ut3 any conneeted account of her out of the question. 
Our curiosity is strongly piqued, only to be unsatisfied at last 
by It perusal of the few mcagro acrai^s that huve the seal of 
authenticity niKin them. Nor is it at all probable that it ever 
will be satisfied . 

We Bimply know that Mrs. Ann Hibbins, the ^-ed widow of 
a merchant of note, the reputed sister of the Deputy -Governor 
of tlie Colony, was tried, convicted, and suffered death at Boston 
in the year 1G50 for being a witch. This relationship by blood 
auil marriage announces a person of superior condition in life, 
and not eome wretched and friendless hag such as is associated ■ 
with the popular idea of a witch. It supposes her to liave had 
connections jwwerful enough to jirotect her in such an extremity 
aH that of life or death in which she was placed. But in her 
ease it is clear that they wore iwwerlcss to stay the final execu- 
tion of the horrid sentence, which was carried into effect, with 
all its revolting details, according to tlie decree of the Court. 

To be censorious is easy here, .yucli n talc of horror is in 
fact a shock to all our preconceived notions of the solid wis- 
dom anil well-balanced judgments characterizing our ancient 
lawgivers. Still, when kings wrote learned ti-eatises, ministers 
preached, and poets rhymed about it, — when the penal statutes 
of all civilized States recognized and punished it as a crime, — 
people of every condition may well be pardoned for putting full 
faith in witchcraft as a thing belonging to the category of in- 
contestable facta, admitted by the wisest and holiest men, and 
punished as such by the onlinances of God and man. What is the 
wonder, then, that they dealt with it as a fact 1 For our own 
part, in order that we may understand this deplorable tragedy, 
and that full justice may be done to the actors therein, it is 
indisijensable first candidly to admit all that this strange be- 
lief in witchcraft implied from their point of view. We may 
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lament their ignorance, but we should be slow to condenui them 
for being no wiser than their own generation. 

Such a state of things being imagined, one easily sees why 
the men who were wisest and strongest in every other emer- 
gency simply lost their heads when confronting this terrible 
bugbear tliat kept the imagination continually xi\K>n the stretch, 
that was a lurking terror in every household, and that by expos- 
ing them, as they fully believed, to all the crafts and assaults of 
the Devil (their own friends and neighbors being the instru- 
ments), held their intellect in abject bondage. Against such 
insidious attacks as these there was no good defence. Hence 
the notion of a witch was like that of a serpent in the house 
whose sting is mortal. No wonder it was the one thing capable 
of chasing the color 

From cheeks that never changed in woe, 
Ami never blanched iu fear. 

This case of Mrs. Hibbius is further interesting as being the 
second one that the lamentable annals of witchcraft record, that 
of ^klargaret Jones, in 1G48, being the first. The simple state- 
ment should suffice to correct the belief, more or less preva- 
lent to-day, that the Salem outbreak was the beginning, instead 
of being the tragical end, of the delusion in New England. Mrs. 
Hibbins's cause is also memorable as the first known instance of 
the Genend Court of tlie Colony sitting in trial in a case of life 
and death. The tragedy, therefore, lacked no element of solem- 
nity to render it deeply impressive. 

Mrs. Ann Hibbins was the wife of William Hibbins, a wealthy 
and influential merchant of Boston. Hutchinson says that he 
wjis one of the principal merchants in all the Colony. At this 
early day in its history he had served the Colony with credit, 
fii-st as its agent in England, and again as one of the assistants, 
or chief magistrates. These important trusts denote the high 
esteem in -which he was held, and thev confirm his admitted 
capacity for public affairs. A series of unlucky events, however, 
brought such heavy losses upon him in his old age as seriously 
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to impair his eetate ; but wUat was perhaps wotse to bear, the 
sudden change from afSuence to a more straitened way of living 
is alleged not only to have soured his wife's naturally unstable 
temper, but to have so far unsettled her mind that she became 
in turn so inoi'ose and so quarrelsome as to render her odious 
to all her neiglibors. Instead of being softened by misfortune, 
she was hardened and embittered by it. And it is thought that 
some of these neighbors wert led to denounce her as a witch, as 
presently they did, through motives of spite, or in revenge for 
her malice toward, or her abusive treatment of, them. 

It was a credulous age, when the spirit of persecution was 
easily aroused. The eye of the whole town was presently turned 
upon Mrs. Hibbius. There is little room to doubt that she was 
the unfortunate possessor of a sharp tongue and of a crabbed 
temper, neither of which was under proper restraint. Most 
unfortunately for her, as it fell out, a superior intelligence and 
penetration enabled her to make shrewd guesses about her 
neighbors and tlieir affairs, whicli the old wives and gossips be- 
lieved and declared no one else but tlio Devil or his imps could 
have known or told her of. From dislike they advanced to 
hatred, then to fear, and then it no doubt began to be freely 
whispered about that she was a witch. Such a reputation would 
naturally cast a fatal blight over her life. No wife or mother 
believed herself or her infant for one moment safe from the 
witch's detestable arts, since she might take any form she 
pleased to afflict them. Presently, the idle gossip of a neigh- 
borhood grew into a formal accusation. How much could be 
made in those days of a little, or how dangerous it then was to 
exercise any gift like that of clairvoyance or mind-reading, the 
following fragment will make clear to the reader's mind. Upon 
this point Mr. Beach, a minister in Jamaica, writes to Dr. Increase 
Mather as follows ; — 

<*Yon may remember what I have sometimes told you yonr famous 
Hr. Norton once 8ai<l at hia own tuble, before Mr. Wilson the pasbir, 
Elder Pcnn, and myself and wife, etc, who bad the honour to be his 
guests, — that one of your magistrates' wives, as I remember, wae 
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hanged for a witch, only for having more wit than her neighboura. 
It was his very eipreBsion, she having, ob he explained it, unhappily 
gaessed that two of her persecutors, whom she saw talking in the 
street, were talking of her ; which, proving true, cost her her life, 
notwithstanding all he could do to the contrary, as he himself told 

One can hardly read thia fcagment without shuddering. 

The increasing feeUng of detestation and fear having now 
brokon out into a popular clamor for justice upon the witch, 
Mrs. Hibbins was first publicly expelled from the communion of 
her church, and then publicly accused and thrown into prison. 
When the prison door closed behind her, her doom was sealed. 

Fortunately, perhaps, for him, for he died a year before this 
bitter disgrace sullied his good name, the husband was not 
alive to meet the terrible accusation or to stem the tide setting so 
strongly and so pitilessly against the wife whom he had sworn at 
the altar to love, cherish, and protect. If her brother, Kichard 
Bcllingham, tlicu holding the second place in the Colony, made 
any effort to save her, that (act nowhere appears. Her three 
sons, whom she seems to have loved with the affectionate tender- 
ness of a fond mother, were all absent from the Colony, Alone, 
friendless, an object of hatred to her own neighbors, her heart 
may well have sunk within her. 

Under such distressing circumstances was poor old Dame Hib- 
bins, who once held her head so high, dragged from her dungeon 
before the Court which was to try her as the worst of criminals 
known to the law. The jury, however, failed to convict her of 
any overt act of witchcraft. But she could not escape thus. 
The people, it is said, demanded her blood, and nothing short of 
this would satisfy them. So the magistrates, having the power 
to set aside the verdict, obeying the popular voice, brought 
her before the bar of the General Court, where, in presence of 
the assembled wisdom of the Colony, she was again required to 
plead gailty or not guilty to being a witch. She answered with 
firmnees and spirit that she was not guUty, and said she was 
willing to be tried by God and the Court. The evidence already 
taken agunst her was then read, witnesses were heaid, and her 
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answora cgimiitored ; and the whole cnse being then submitted for 
its decision, tin; Coart by its vule this time fuund her guilty 
of witchcraft ncconling to the tenor of tltc bill of iiuHAinont. 
Ooveraor Kndicott, rising in his place, then pronounced lU open 
court the awful 8untonc<! uf death u]>ou the doomed woman for 
a crime wbicli had uo existencu save in the imagination of Iter 
BCCiiBon, The wanant for lier execution wus mado out in dus 
foi'm, the futal day wa^ fixed, and thc> marehal- general waa 
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therein directed to take with him "a sufficient guard." Then 
the poor, infirm, HUperanauated old woman, as innocent as tii& 
babe unborn, was led bock to prison a condemned felon. Then 
the members uf the Oreat and Ooneml Court, satisfied that they 
had done God's work in hanging a witch, dispersed in peace 
to their homes, made more isecure, ua they believed, by this act 
of joslicB. 
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As the scnteuce was not carried into effect for a whole year, it 
is [)n>bable that the intercession of friends may hare procured 
for the condemned womau this reprieve. But it could not avert 
her final doom, however it might delay it. That was sealed. 
On the day that she was to suffer she made and executed in 
prison a codicil to her wiU, clearly disposing of all her property. 
Hhe was then taken to the osual place of execution, and there, 
hanged. 

Tlie " usual place of execution " being the Common, it is a 
tradition that Mrs. Hibbine, as well as others who suffered at 
the hands of the public executioner, was launched into eternity 
from the branch of the Great Elm Tree that stood, until within 
a few years, a commanding and venerated lelic of the past, near 
the centre of this beautiful park. Her nmains were shamefully 
violated. A search was immediately made upon the dead body 
of the poor woman for the distinguishing marks that all witches 
were supposed to have on their persons. Her chests and boxes 
were also ransacked for the puppets or images by which their 
victims were afflicted, but none were found. The remains 
were then probably thrust into some obscure hole, for the suf- 
ferer, being excommunicated and a condemned witcli, would not 
be entitled to Ofaristian burial, although she earnestly begged 
this poor boon in her will, Hubbard, who writes nearest to tho 
event, says that they who were most forward to condemn Mrs. 
Hibbins were afterward observed to be special marks for the 
judgments of Divine Providence. 

And all this really happened in the good town of Boston in 
the year 1656! 
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MARY DYER. 

1659. 

IT is a matter of history that in 1 G5G a j>eople who wore their 
hair long, kept their hats on in the public assemblies, and 
who siiid **thee " and " thou," instead of " you,'* when address- 
ing another person, made their unwelcome app»»arance in New 
England. They were forthwith attacked witli all the energy of 
a bitter pei-secution. 

When called upon to speak out in defenc^e of their cniel 
proceedings, the Puritan authorities declared their cn^ed to bo 
this : They having establislied themselvCvS in a wilderness in 
order to enjoy undisturbed their own religious convictions, held 
it right to exclude all others who might seek to introtluce dif- 
ferent opinions, and therefore discord, among them. From this 
it is plain to see that the idea of toleration had not yet l)een 
born. The further fact that to this crucd and sidlish politiy, 
sternly pei-severed in to the Last, the Colony (.»wed the loss of 
most of the j)olitical privileges that it had hitherto enjoyed, 
renders it one of the stepping-stones of history. Nor have the 
most zealous apologists for these acts of the Puritan fathers ever 
been able to erase the stain of blood from their otlierwise fair 
escutcheon. 

Let us recount a single startling episode of this lugubrious 
history. Two wonls will explain the situation. 

On both sides of the ocean the Puritan cry was " freedom to 
worship God as we do." The persecution of Quakers had 
already begun in England under the austei-e rule of the Puritan 
Commonwealth. They were treated as weak fanatics who 
needed wholesome correction, rather than as persons dangerous 
to the public weal. After this had been some time in progress, 
some of the persecuted Friends came over to New England for 
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ftn asylum, or out of tlie frytn^'-iian into the tire. The loail 
anthoritius, ui^ed on by the whole body of Orthodox ministers, 
resolved to atrangle tUia new heresy in its cmdle. But they 
hini fiirgiitten the story of the ilragon'a teeth. For every Quaker 
tlicy baniphed, ten arose in jjis place. 





a 



Among ilio first Qnakora to iirrive in the Colony were two 
women. And it ahould l>fi observed that the women all along 
took as active a part in disseminating the new doctriuee us the 
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men did. As was iuevitable, such an abrupt innovation upon 
the settled convictions of the time respecting woman's place in 
the churches and in society, was a moral shock to the commu- 
nity which quickly recoiled ujx)n the heads of the offenders. 

These intruding Quakers, having announced themselves as 
confessors and missionaries of the true faith of Christ, were all 
presently put under lock and key as persons guilty of promul- 
gating rank heresies, and as blasphemers, and their sectarian 
books were also seized and committed to the flames by the 
common hangman. The Quakers then became violent and 
aggressive in their turn. They retaliated with j)rophesies of 
evil. They freely denounced the judgments of Heaven ujwn 
their oppressors. One woman, seeing Clovernor Endicott pass 
by the prison, vociferated from her grated window, — 

" Woe unto thee ! thou art an oppressor I " 

The tirst comers were all banished, with a stern admonition 
not to return to the Colony. They were j>ut on shipboard and 
ordered to depart. And this, it was hoped, would be the last of 
them. This was, in fact, the easiest way of ridding the coun- 
try of them and their errors, had these not already taken root 
in the soil itself. Then, as no such law existed, one was made, 
punishing any Quaker who might afterward come into the 
jurisdiction. This law imposed severe penalties. Yet, though 
cruelly enforced, it was soon found inadecpiate, the number of 
Quakers increasing ; and so, the authorities being now at their 
wits* end, another law, decreeing death to any of that sect who 
should presume to return after banishment, was enacted, against 
strong opposition. There was, in fact, a conscience in the Colo- 
nial body. But the rulers could not now retreat without admitting 
themselves vanquished ; and so, pressing the point, the " bloody 
law " was inscribed upon the statute-book of the Colony. 

We have now finished the prologue of the drama, and it is 
time to introduce the real actors upon the stage. 

Mary Dyer, a comely and grave matron, then living in Rhode 
Island, was one of those rare spirits who are predestined to 
become martyrs and saints to the faith that they profess. 
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She and her husband, William Dyer, were originally inhabi- 
tants of Boston, and members of the church there, they having 
emigrated from England to the Colony in the year 1C35. From 
these incidents surrounding Mrs. Dyer's career it is clear that 
both she and her husband belonged to the better class of emi- 
grants. She is represented by Sewel, the Quaker historian, as 
being a person of good family and estate, and by Winthrop as 
a very proper and fair woman, but, as he deprecatingly adds, 
having a " vety proud spirit." In her, therefore, we have the 
portrait of a comely woman of fine presence, high spirit, a fair 
share of education, and possessing, moreover, a soul endowed 
with the purpose of an evangelist or, at need, a martyr. Both 
Mrs. Dyer and her hnsband became early converts to the pecu- 
liar doctrines held by that priestess of common-sense, Mrs. 
Anne Hutchinson, to whose untoward fortunes they continued 
steadfast. There was, in fact, a bond of sympathy between 
these two women. When Mra. Hutchinson was excommuni- 
cated, young Mrs. Dyer walked out of the chuich with her in 
presence of the whole congr^jation. When she was banished, 
Mrs. Dyer followed her to Rhode Island. This was in 1637. 

During the excitement produced by the rapid spread of Mrs. 
Hutchinson's opinions, and by her subsequent arrest and trial on 
the charge of heresy, Mrs. Dyer gave premature birth, it was said, 
to a monster, which Winthrop describes with nauseating minute- 
ness. Losing sight of Mrs. Dyer for nearly twenty yoara, we 
suppose her life to have been an uneventful one, — perhaps one 
of unconscious preparation and of spiritual growth for the work 
she was to do and the suffering she was destined to undergo. 
When we next see her, the comely young wife has become a 
middle-aged matron, who is blindly obeying the command of des- 
tiny. She now presents herself in the gatb of a Quakeress, and 
in company with professing Quakers, to the people of Boston, 
any one of whom, by harboring her even for a single night, ot 
offering her a crust of bread, became a breaker of the law, and 
was liable to a heavy penalty for so doing. She was imme- 
diately taken up and thrust into the common jail, where she 



40 NEW-ENGLAND LEGENDS. 

remained in confiuement until her husband, being apprised of 
her arrest, hastened to her relief. His urgent prayer for his 
wife's release was only grant<5d upon his giving bonds in a large 
sum to take her away out of the Colony, and even then the 
authorities further stipulated that she should be permitted to 
speak with no one during the journey. Upon these conditions 
she was conducted under guard beyond the settlements. 

In September, 1G59, in company with William Robinson, 
Marmaduke Stevenson, and Nicholas Davis, Mary again, and 
this time with full knowletlge of the peril of the act, visited 
Boston for the purpose of testifying against the iniquitous laws 
in force there, or, as they declared it themselves, " to look the 
bloody laws in the face," and to meet the oppressors of her 
people, as it were, in their own stronghold. 

Short was the time allowed them. The whole four were 
quickly made prisoners, and were brought before the Court, 
which passed sentence of banishment, to which the certain 
penalty of death now attached, should they return again. They 
were then released, and ordered to depart out of the Colony. Not 
obeying this mandate, Robinson and Stevenson were soon again 
apprehended, and were again consigned to prison, where they were 
used like cxjndemned felons, being chained to the floor of their 
dungeon. Within a month Mary also became, for the second 
time, an inmate of the same prison, having been recognized and 
taken while standing in front of it. Ry thus setting the law at 
defiance, the trio were regarded as rushing upon a fool's fate. 

With Mary came Hope Clifton, also of Rhode Island. The 
declared purpose of the women was to visit and minister to the 
Friends then lying in prison. The settled purpose of the pris- 
oners to defy the law being known to their friends, and no 
mercy being expected for them, several of these came to Boston 
in order to assist in the last act of the tragedy. One even 
brought linen for the sufferers* shrouds. All this imparts a 
highly dramatic character to the acts of the resolute martyrs. 

The three prisoners who had thus forfeited their lives to the 
law were, on the 20th of October, brought before the Court of 
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Magistrates. The incorruptible but implacable Endicott pre- 
eided. The nieu keepiug their hats on, Endicott ordered the 
officer to pull tliem off. He then addressed the prisoners in the 
language of stern remonstrance and reproof. He told them that 
neither he nor the other magistrates then present desired their 
death, but that the laws must be enforced. All three were con- 
demned to be hanged. 

Mrs. Dyer heaiii lier doom pronounced with serene composure, 
simply saying, — 

" The Lord's will be done ! " 

" Take ber away, marshal," commanded Endicott, impa- 
tiently. 

" I joyfully return to my prison," she rejoined. 

Ou her way back to prison, filled with the exaltation of the 
Spirit, she said to the marshal, or high-sheriff, who was conduct- 
ing her, " Indeed, you might let me alone, for I would go to the 
prison without you." 

"I believe you, Mrs. Dyer," the officer replied; "but my 
orders are to take you there, and I must do as I am com- 
mamled." 

During the interval of a, week occurring between the sen- 
tence and the J.iy fixed for its execution, Mrs. Dyer wrote an 
" Appeal to the General Court," in which she compares herself 
with Queen Esther, and her mission with that of the queen to 
- AhasueniB. It is pervaded throughout by a simple and 
touching dignity. There is not one craven word in it, or one 
entreating pardou or expressing a doubt of the righteousness of 
her own acts. Calmly she rehearses the history of her case, 
and then concludes her appeal, " in love and the spirit of meek- 
ness," to the justice and magnanimity of the Court which was 
able to set her free. But if it was heeded, her prayer was 
unanswered. The renewed and earnest intercession of Mrs. 
Dyer's husband and son wore alike ineffectual ; the magistrates 
remained unmoved. But it is said that the son, in the hope 
of yet saving her, passed the last night in his mother's cell, 
beseeching her to abjure, or at least so far to retract her mis- 
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takon opinioiis na to give eomti chtiuix for bopi- tLat the judges 
niiglit yet rolent, aod ao commutB her senttnee of ilcnlli Ui bnn- 
ishuieut. Histoi-y him kiiiilly tirawn tiiu veil over this acene. 
All we know is l)iat the mother jirofcrred death to dishonor. 

Nor wew other e£- 
■MH^ forts wanting Ui save 
■ ''^^* the cundemnod prison- 
ers. Suitore who were 
ahlu til make them- 




selves hcuni 



the 



couucil-chttiiibor and in 
the Governor's doeet 
enmestly labored to 
prevent the consumtnft- 
tioii of the crime, 

On Tliuisdny, thu 
3Tth of October, in the 
morning, according to 
an ancient custom, the 
dnimmersiif the trained 
hands beat their ilnuns 
up and down the 
strtetd, to notify the 
soldiers to gut under 
aims. This being the 
time-honored lecture- 
day, which was also the one usually appointed for holding piih- 
lic executions, as soon as the public worship was ovi-r, the drums 
were again heard, the trained bands aasemhled and formed in 
order, anil were then marched to the priaori, where they halted. 
Then the high-aheriff, exhibiting hia warrant, called for the 
bodica of the prisoners by name, their irons were knocked off by 
the jailer, and, after tenderly embracing each other, they were 
le<.l forth to take their places in the ranks of the guard, Mary 
being placed between the two men who were to suffer with her. 
A great multitude hud osaemblod to witness these solemn pro 
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ceediogs. The procession then moved, the prisoners on foot, 
the people pressing closely around them, in order not to lose a 
word of what they might Bay ; but whenever the condemned 
attempted to apeak, as now and tlieu they did, the drummers 
were ordered to beat their drums, and so drowned the voices in 
the uproar. One sees here, as always, that every tyranny is 
afraid of its victims. Hemmed in by armed men, and sur- 
rounded hy a surging and excited throng, the prisoners walked 
hand iu hand all the way to the scaffold, supporting and eorb- 
forting each other In this most trying moment with a subhme 
fortitude. The brutal marshal, seeing this, said sneeriugly to 
Mary : " Are you not ashamed, you, to walk thus hand in hand 
between two young men ) " 

Unmoved by the taunt, she replied : " No ; this is to me an 
hour of the greatest joy I could have iu this world." 

The cortege having at length reached the place of execntion, 
it having marched by a roundabout way, —for fear, it is said, 
that a rescue might be attempted, — Mary and bet fellow sufferers 
bill each other a last farewell. Robinson first ascended the fatal 
ladder. While uttering his dying words, predicting a visitation 
of divine wrath to come upon his alayera, a harsh voice in the 
crowd cried out ; " Hold thy tongue 1 Tbou art going to die 
with a lie in thy mouth ! " 

Stevenson's last words were these ; " Be it known unto all, 
this day, that we suffer not as evil-doers, but for conscience' 

It was now Mary's turn. Her two dear friends were hanging 
dead before her eyes. Fearlessly she mounted the fatal ladder, 
and fearlessly she submitted herself to the hangman's hand& 
She was then pinioned, blindfolded, and the fatal noose placed 
about her neck. AH being then ready, the crowd awaited the 
last act in breathless suspense, when in the distance a voice waa 
heard crying out, " Stop ! She is reprieved ! " 

The agitation of the spectatora is something that wo can only 
faintly conceive. But Mary, it is saiil, remained calm and 
unmoved throi^h it all. " Her feet being loosed," says Sewel, 
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** they bade her come down. But she, whose mind was already 
as it were in heaven, stood still, and said she was there willing 
to suffer as her brethren did, unless they would annul their 
wicked law." She was then taken down from the scaffold and 
re-conducted to prison, where her son, who was anxiously await- 
ing her return, embraced her as one risen from the dead. Only 
then she learned that to his importunity with the magistrates 
she owed her deliverance from the fate of her brethren. The 
son had saved his mother. The death-sentence had been com- 
muted to banishment ; but Mary now received a solemn warning 
to the effect that the extreme penalty would surely be exacted 
should she again offend against the majesty of the law. She 
was then conducted under guanl to the Colony frontier, whence 
she pursued her way home to Rhode Island. 

But the old impulse reviving in hor in full forco, in defiance 
of the warning thrice repeated, Mary again sought to obtain the 
crown of martyrdom to which she was foreordained. Burning 
with fanatical zeal, regardless, too, of the conditions which had 
procured the remission of her sentence, she deliberately violated 
the law again. In May, 1660, the unfortunate woman had so 
little regard for her personal safety as again to come to " the 
bloody town of Boston." She was soon summoned before the 
General Court. Swift was the judgment, swift the execution. 
Endicott, indeed, — respect -to his manhood for it ! — offered 
her a chance of escape ; but her soul was too lofty, her purpose 
too strongly fixed, to avail herself of a subterfuge to save her 
life. Endicott conducted her examination. He was as hard as 
iron, she gentle but undaunted. 

** Are you the same Mary Dyer that was here before 1 " he began. 

" I am the same Mary Dyer that was here at the last General 
Court," she replied. 

" Then you own yourself a Quaker, do you not 1 " said the 
Governor. 

" I own myself to be reproachfully called so." 

Then the jailer spoke up and said that Mary was a vaga- 
bond. 
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" I must tben repeat the seutence once before pronounced 
upon you," said EndicotL 

Mary quietly rejoined i " That is no more than what thou 
saidst before." 

" True," eaid Endicutt sternly, " but now it is to be executed ; 
therefore prepare yourself for nine o'clock to-morrow." 

Mary then began to apeak of her call, when the Governor 
burst out with, — 

" Away with lier ! away with her ! " 

In great anguish of mind, he being wholly ignorant that she 
meditated this fatal step, her husband wrote to the General 
Court of Massachusetts, once more imploring its clemency. 
His entreaties would have moved a stone to ])ity. But it was 
now too lale. On the first day of June the solemn ceremonies 
of the previous October were repeated. The scaffold was 
erected on Boston Common, a broad area of unoccupied land 
adjoining the town, then used by the inhabitants in commonage, 
and on muster-days as a train ing*ficld, as well as for the place 
of public execution. 

At the appointed hour tlie marshal came for her, and enter- 
ing without ceremony the cell where she was, he roughly bade 
her make haste. Mary, speaking to him mildly, asked a few 
moments' delay, saying that she would be ready presently. But 
he rudely and unfeelingly retorted that it was her place to wait 
upon him, and not his upon her. Then one of the female pris- 
oners, with the instinct of her sex, ventured to expostulate with 
this brutal functionary, when be turned upon her fiercely, and 
with threats and abuse silenced her. In fact, the Quakeresses 
were treated like vagabonds and outcasts. 

The authorities having reason to fear a popular tumult, the 
prisoner was taken strongly guarded over a circuitous route to 
the fatal spot, and again her voice was silenced by the rattle of 
drums before and behind her. With the birds Innocently twit' 
tering above her head, once more Mary ascended the scafTold 
with a firm step. Pity was not wholly extinct. Some of the 
people present made a last effort to save her, but Mary would 



46 NEW-ENGLAND LEGENDS. 

not agree to leave the country. To the hope some expressed 
that lier life would be again spared, the officer commanding 
the armed escort roughly retorted that she was guilty of her 
own blood. 

" Nay," she replied, " I came to keep bloodguiltiness from 
you, desiring you to rei)eal the unrighteous and unjust law made 
against the innocent servants of the Lord." 

Mr. Wilson, minister of lk)ston, attended her on the scaffold 
in her last moments, not to oifcr consolation, but to exhort her 
to recant. 

*'Mary Dyer," he exclaimed, ** oh, i-epent ! oh, repent! Be 
not so deluded and carried away by the deceits of the Devil ! ** 

She answered him in terms of mild reproof : " Nay, man, I am 
not now to repent." 

A colloquy by which her last moments were embittered was 
kept up on the scaffold. She was reproached for saying that 
she had been in i)arjnlise. She reiteratetl it. " Yes," said this 
undaunted woman, *' 1 have been in jxiradise several days." 

The executioner then j)erformed his office. 



THE KING'S MISSIVK 

1661. 

"Charles R. 

"Tnisty and Wellbeloved, we greet you well. Having been 
informed that several of our Subjects among you, called Quakers, 
have been and are inipriBone<l by you, whereof some have been exe- 
cuted, and others (aa hath been represented unto us) are in Danger 
to undergo the Like : We have thought fit to signify our Pleasure 
in that Behalf for the future, ami do rw^uire, that if there be any ol 
those peojjle called Quakers amongst you, now alrea<ly condemned to 
suffer Death, or other Corporal Punishment, or that are imprisoneil, 
or obnoxious to the like Condemnation, you are to forbear to proceed 
any farther, but that you forthwith send the said Persons (whether 
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coDdemned or imprisoned) over to thb our Kingdom of England, 
together witli their respective Crimea or Offences laid to their Chai^, 
to the End such Course may be taken with them here, as ibaM be 
agKeable to our Laws and their Dumerits. Aud for so doing, these 
our Letters shall be your suflicieDt Wamint and Diachatf^. Given 
at our Court at Whitehall, the 9th day of September, 1661, in the 
thirteenth Year of ovir fieigii. 

" Subscribed, To our TruBty and Wellbeloved John Endicot, Esq. ; 
and to all and every other the Govemour or Govemours of our Plan- 
tation of New- England, and of the Colonies thereunto belonging, that 
now are, or hereafter shall be ; And to all and every the Ministera 
and Officers of our said Plantation and Colonies whatever, within 
the Continent of New-Englaud. 

" By His Majesty's Conimond, 

"WlL. . 



THIS was uo common letter which in November, 1661, fell 
like a bomhshell into the wicked town of Boston. It was 
certainly an alarming manifesto. It brought a proud and soii- 
sitivQ people, who had ceased to pay respect to loyalty, and 
hail almost forgotten its forms, once more rudely to their knoea. 
And they were a stem race, fearing God more than they honored 
the King. But tliuy felt tho shock that had just overthroivn 
the PiEritan Commonwealth ; and the voice which rose from 
among its ruins, commanding them to obey, sounded at the 
moment in their ears very much like the voice of God. 

Continued encroachment upon the prerogative of the throne 
had donbtlesfl much to do with ordering their destiny, — possi- 
bly ns much as had the cruelties practised toward the offending 
Quakers, to whose prayers for redress the Parliament had paid 
little attention ; but with tho return of the old monarchy, its 
likings and its hatreds, the politic Friends had hopes that tlie 
easy-going Charles would lend a more gracious cor to them in 
the hour of his great triumph over the Puritan cause ; nor 
would he be found unwilling to lower the pride of those 
haughty Puritan subjects of )jis on the other side of the Atlantic 
who were endeavoring to carry on a little commonwealth of 
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tUuir owu. Tfao maiueot wiu iDdxed opportune. Kluating In 
ndulalian, C'biU'lus tliu kiug wu well dic|ii>!<eil Ui clemency 
toward oil except tlioao nho had kept hiiu for twelve ymn 
Charles ibe exile. The Quakers wore on llieir part stronijljr 
ruiiBud to uiiiku reueired utTurt, tuo, by the uuwh Uioy received 
of tbo uXDCution of WiUiiuu Li--Jdra at Itoston. Then Edward 
llurronijiha, a leading Friend, and a wun ot'Mclinn, i^ntroatcd and 
obtained an «udieuee of the King. 
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Whon he was ushered into the iiresence-dmmbcr hia first 

" Sire, there is a vein of innocent blood opened in your 
M^eatf's dominions whiuh, if not stopped, may overrun all." 

" I will stop that vein," said the Kiny, shortly. 

Burroughs then laid before the King a detailed account of 
what had been done in New England. After bo bod listened 
to the caUloguo of scourgiugs, brandings, cropjted cars, Imnisb- 
ments upon jKiin of death, and lazily of the execution of four 



THE KINGS MISSIVE. 49 

porsons of this sect for presuming to returu to the ColoDy when 
forbidden to ilo so, tbe suitor, turtiing accuser, tlien preaented the 
King with the proo6 that the New England authorities had 
refused to allow the Quakers an appeal to England when they 
had demanded it. His Majesty is reported to have taken great 
notice of this particular item of the indictment, calling out to 
the lords who were with him to heat it, and then exclaiming 
ironicaUy, — 

" Lo ! these are my good subjects of S^ew England." 

Ho then inquired when a ship would be ready to sail for New 
England, and upon being informed, dismissed Burroughs, with 
the promise that he should presently hear from b'"' through tbe 
Lord Chancellor. This promise Charles punctually kept. The 
mandatory letter which precedes our account was duly prepared, 
and then — bitterest pill of all for the disloyal colonists to swal- 
low ! — whom should the King's minister select to be tbe bearer 
of it, but Samuel Shattuck, an exUed Quaker, and one who had 
given the New England magistrates no end of trouble, he being 
finally banished by tbem from the Colony upon pain of death. 
It will thus bo seen that nothing had been omitted that could 
render the humiliation complete. 

The London Friends, immediately this was done, chartered 
a vessel, of which Kalph Goldsmith, another Quaker, was cap- 
tain, to carry the King's order and his messenger to Boston. 
In six weeks the ship arrived at her destination. It being the 
Sabbath, all the company remained quietly on board. 

Seeing a vessel, with an English ensign at her peak, cast 
anchor in their road, some of the selectmen of the town hastened 
on board to learn the news, little dreaming it, however, to be 
of eo much personal interest to themselves. They eagerly asked 
the captain if he had brought any letters ; for, as may be imag- 
ined, intelligence of the events then taking place in England was 
awaited with the utmost anxiety and impatience. Tbe master 
replied that he had, but he would not deliver them on that day ; 
and BO his visitors got into their boat and went on shore again 
OS wise as they came. But in the meantime some of them 
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hnving rer.ugnizrd Shnttuck uid others on board as being 
Quakers, they spread the renorl tlist " ahattuck und tho deril 
and all had i»me buclc agiuii." 

The next mommg, onupd with tho King's mandate, Shattuck 
came oa shore accompanied by CloWamiUi, tlie master, and they 
two, after sending their boat back to the ship, wont dirocUy 
through the town to (Jorurnor Endicott's house, pnsaing in their 
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way the market-place where so many of their friends had been 
mercilessly whipped, and the jail in which many were still con- 
fined. A few steps more would bring them fuce to face with 
their worst enemy, They knew that tliey were bearding the J 
lion when they knocked at Governor Endicott's door. 1 
The servant who opened it aake,! what was their business 1 
with hiH master. They bid him say that, btjing charged with 1 
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the commanda of his Majesty the Kin^ they should deliver 
their mcsaags into noue but the Governor's own hands. They 
were then admitted without furtlier questioning, and presently 
the redoubted Governor came in to them ; but upon perceiving 
that Shattuck kept hla hat on, be commanded it to be taken 
off, which was done. Tlien having received the deputation and 
the papers, the Governor formally acknowledged its ofiGcial char- 
acter by removing bis own hat, and ordering that of Shattuck 
to be given to him again. Yet the man who now stood before 
him enjoying bis moral degradation while protected by an in- 
violable safeguard, was the same one whom he had formerly 
sentenced to stripes and banishment. The draught was a bitter 
one, but Endicott bore himself with dignity. After this by- 
play indicating the homage due to royalty and its representative, 
tlie Governor read the letter, and bidding Shattuck and Gold- 
smith to follow him, then went to the Deputy-Governor's house, 
which stood near his own, and laid the papers before Belling- 
ham. Having hold some conference with the Deputy, the 
nature of which may easily be imagined from- the sequel, the 
Governor turned to the messeugera and aaid briefly and vrith 
dignity, — 

" Wo shall obey his Majesty's command." 

After this interview was ended. Goldsmith gave liberty to all 
liis passengers to come on shore, which they did, and afterward 
pubhcly held a religious meeting with those of their faith in the 
town, " returning thanks to Gpd for his mercy manifested in this 
most wonderful deliverance." All siich assemblies as this having 
been unlawful, this act announced the King's active intervention 
in their affairs to the people. An order soon after issued, releas- 
ing all Quakers then In custody. 

The scene between Endicott and Bellingham is imagined by 
Mr. Longfellow in his "S^ew England Tragedies." He there 
endeavors to depict the characters of the chief actors, and to 
show the spirit of these extraordinary times. In this par- 
ticular field he has therefore preceded Mr. Whittier, whoso 
" King's Missive," prepared for the " Memorial History of Bos- 
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ton/' deaLs exclusively with the events surrounding the order of 
Charles II. The two pieces offer, however, a striking contrast 
in method as well as in style, one being a consecutive and homo- 
geneous narrative, while the other is made up of se|)arated inci- 
dents, selected here and there for their dramatic quality rather 
than their coherence or liistorical sequence. Both, however, 
have the same purpose — eternally to set the seal of condem- 
nation on a great wrong by exhibiting the Quakers in the light 
of martyrs. To this end Mr. Longfellow takes for his heroine a 
young girl, Edith Christison by name, who is brutally scourged 
from town to town, is tlien released, and driven forth into 
the wilderness. Such was tlie law, and such things actually 
occurred. Singularly enough, tliis is also the motive of Mr. 
Whittier's " Cassandra Southwick." In both cases the youth, 
beauty, constancy, and heroism of the sufl'erers strongly appeal 
to our sympatliies, and are supposed deeply to move the actual 
8|)ectators. But with a deeper insight into the human heart 
Mr. Longfellow makes the son of Governor Eiidicott himself 
fall in love with Edith, whose martyrdom he has witnessed, 
thus bringing straight home to the stern father the consequences 
of his own evil acts. The King's imperious mandate wounds 
his pride ; his son's conduct strikes at the lieart, and this 
wound is mortal. Thus it is no less stmnge than true that, 
under favor of one of the most profligate and iiTcligious of 
monarchs, the beneficent era of religious toleration began its 
unpromising dawning in New P2ugland. 

It is to be noted that whenever they can do so, Mr. Long- 
fellow's characters speak in the actual language of history. 
Indeed, the tragedy is not a creation, like " Ernani,*' but a frag- 
ment of sober histor}% taken from existing records, into which 
a poetic feeling is infused, and whose episodical parts afford 
occasional glimpses of the author's genius shining like pure 
gold in the rough metal. 
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{From Longfdlovii "Sew EngUmd, Trofftdia.") 

Scene III. Tht Qovernor't PHvaU Roota. Paper* upon tke taUe. ESDicOCT 
and £ 



BNDICOTT, 

Thus the old tyranny revives again ! 
lu orm is long enough to reach us here, 
As you will fiee. For, more insulting still 
Than flaunting in onr faces dead men's ^hTouds, 
Here is the King's Mandamus, taking from ns. 
From this day forth, all power to punish Quakers. 

BELLi:<aHAJI. 

That takea from us all power ; we are but pnppeta. 
And can no longer eiecute our laws. 



Here, read it for yourself ; you see his words 

Are pleasnnt words — considerate — not reproachful— 

Nothing could be more gentle — or more iwyal ; 

But then the meaning underneath the words, 

Mark that He s.iys all people known as Quakers 

Among iin, now condemned to suffer death 

Or any corporal punishment whatever. 

Who are imprisoned, or may be obnoxious 

To the like condemnation, shall be sent 

Forthwith to Engknd, to be dealt with there 

In such wise as Rhall be agreeable 

Unto the English law and their demerita. 

Is it not so ? 



u {returning the paper). 
Ay, BO the paper says. 
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ENDICOTT. 

I tell you, Richard Bellinghain, — I tell you, 

That thia is the beginning of a struggle 

Of which no mortal can foresee the end. 

I shall not live to fight the battle for you, 

I am a man disgraced in every way ; 

This order takes from me my self-respect 

And the respect of others. 'T is my doom, 

Yes, my death-warrant, — but must be obeyed ! 

Take it, and see that it ivS executed 

So far as this, that all be sot at large ; 

But see that none of them be sent to England 

To bear false witness, juid to spread reports 

That might be prejudicial to ourselves. [Exit Bellinqham. 

There 's a dull pain keejis knocking at my heart. 

Dolefully siiying, '* Set thy house in order, 

For thou shalt surelv die, and shalt not live ! " 

For me the shadow on the dial-plate 

Goeth not back, Imt on into the dark ! [Exit, 

Mr. Whitticr's poem presents the events wo have recorded 
in a harmonious and remarkably picturesque narrative. He is 
conscientiously faithful both to tlie spirit ami letter of the 
subject itself, wliilo to tlio implacable spirit of persecution, 
personified here by llndicott, hft is a generous and impartial 
judge. We write it, nevertheless, as a fact, that the poem 
caused much discussion on its iirst appearance, — a discussion 
fully vindicating the Quaker poet's adherence to the truth of 
history. But the prose and poetic versions are now before the 
reader for his decision. 

THE KING'S MISSIVE. 

Under the great hill sloping bare 
To cove and meadow and Common lot, 

In his council chamber and oaken chair 
Sat the worshipful Governor Eudicott, — 



TK£ king's missive. 

A grave, strong man, who knew no peer 
In the pilgrim land wiiere he ruled in fear 
Of Ood, not man, onU for good or ill 
Held his trust with an iron will. 

He hod shorn with his sword the cross from out 

The flag, and cloven the May-pole down. 
Harried the heathen round about, 

And whipped the Quakers from town to town. 
Earnest and honest, a man at need 
To burn like a. torch for his own harsh creed. 
He kept with the floniing brand of hia zeal 
The gate of the holy commonweal. 



The door swung open, and Rawaon the Clerk 

Entered and whispered underbreath : 
" There waits below for the hangman's work 

A fellow banished on pain of death, — 
Shattuck of Salem, unhealed of the whip, 
Brought over in Master Goldsmith's ship. 
At anchor here in a Christian port 
With freight of the Devil and all his sort J " 

Twice and thrice on his chamber floor 
Striding fiercely from wall to wall, 
" The Lord do so to mc and more," 

The Governor cried, " if I hang not at all ! 
Brii^ hither the Quaker." Calm, sedate. 
With the look of a man at ease with fate, 
Into that presence grim and dread 
Came Samuel Sbattuck with hat on head. 

" Off with the knave's bat ! " An angry hand 

Smote down the ofience; but the wearer said. 
With a quiet smile : " By the King's command 

1 bear his message and utand in his stead." 
In the Governor's hand a missive he laid 
With the Royal arms on its seal displayed, 
And the proud man spake as he gazed thereat. 
Uncovering, " Give Mr. Shattuck his hat." 
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He turned to the Quaker, bowing low : 

" The King commandeth your friends' release. 
Doubt not he shall be olieyed, although 

To his subjects' sorrow and sin's increase. 
What he here enjoineth John Endicott 
His loyal 8er\'ant questioneth not. 
You are free 1 — Go«l grant the spirit you own 
May take you from us to parts unknown.** 



THE QUAKER PROPHETESS. 

1677. 

THE Old South Church in Boston — not the present build- 
ing, but the one first erected upon the same spot — was 
the scene of an event without a parallel in the annals of our 
Puritan churches, in some of which, nevertheless, remarkable 
scenes had occurred. 

To the simple and austere Quaker mannere, outdoing even 
Puritan ideas of moral and physical self-restraint, now and then 
comes the unexpected contrast of theatrical climax in its most 
bizarre forms. So tlie early history of the Friends in New 
England shows the dominant principle of passive opposition to 
persecution occasionally giving way, all at once, to an aggressive 
spirit that impelled the actors on through thorny ways toward 
the goal for which they strove and struggled. If, now and then, 
one half crazed by suffering was betrayed into some act of folly, 
it is surely not a matter for astonishment or exiUtatiou. Their 
annals present the names of no informers and no apostates. 

Obeying the commjind of a hallucination to which she bowed 
as if it were a divine behest, the Quakeress Deborah Wilson 
had walked naked through the streets of Salem " as a sign of 
spiritual nakedness in town and country," and for so doing she 
was most uncharitably whipped with thirty stripes. Again, 
Lydia Wardwell, who is called " a young and tender chaste 
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person," for startling tlie congregation of Newbury by walking 
into the meeting-house there, unclothed, in the time of public 
worship, was tied up to the fence-post of the tavern where the 
court sat, at Ipswich, to undergo a similai punishment. 

But the case of Margaret Brewster differs &om these others in 
that a number of persons took part in carrying out what it was 
expected would strike terror to the hearts of the beholders, and 
to this end it was conducted with studied attention to dramatic 
effect. 

One quiet Sabbath moming in July, 1677, accompanied by 
several of the most noted persons of her sect, both male and 
female, Margaret Brewster presented herself at the door of the 
Old South Meeting-house in sermon-time, the strangest visitor 
that had ever crossed its consecrated threshold. She first took 
off her riding-habit and her shoes and stockings, and tlien 
entered. In his Diary, which perhaps may become as famous 
as that of the immortal Fepys, Judge Sewall notes that while 
the congregation was listening to the words of the sermon from 
the aged pastor's lips, there suddenly was seen the apparition 
of a woman walking slowly up the broad aisle between two 
men, while two others vallted behind. The woman was bare- 
footed, her head was sprinkled with ashes, her loosened hair 
straggled wildly down about her nock and shoulders, her face 
was besmeared with soot, and she wore a sackcloth gown loosely 
gathered around her person. This appearance, says the indig- 
nant diarist, " occasioned the greatest and moat amazing uproar 
that ever I saw." 

No one haa told us, but we can imagine the congregation 
rising in constematiun to their feet, the sudden stop in the 
sermon, the moment of silence, like the calm before the storm, 
during which the dark prophetess delivered her solemn warning 
of a grievous calamity shortly to signify to them the displeasure 
of God. Then the excited voices of the men, all talking and 
gesticulating at once, the women shrieking in terror or dropping 
in 8 dead faint, the suiting to and fro of a multitude, all occa- 
sioning " the greatest and most amazing uproar " that was ever 
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heard iiuide these tocml wuUa, wilUMstMl to tho litUo Mntnl 
group that they had iiiriueil tin.-ate<l a profound Miisation. The 
offenders were all quickly taken iulo cuatudy mid liurried ufT to 
priaoii. When Margaret wna armigiicU befoiv thu uuurt, lh« 
coustable declared liiumulf wholly uiuihlc tu identify her u the 




penon ho had arrested, hIio hoiug then, an he dopused, " in 
the shape of a devil." She was sentenced to be whipped up 
and dowu the town at the cart'a tail, which cruel order 'vraa 
carried into effect a few days later, 

Thia event, as well it might, newly brought the affairs of the 
Friends to a crisis. The first feeling of exasperation demanded 
its viutias. But thia having spent itself, the Quakers, taking 
wurage, aseeiuhleil in their houses of worship in such formidable 
numbent that tho multitude of offenders became their safe- 
gnaid. 



m THE OLD SOUTH OHWHCH. 



IN THE OLD SOUTH CHURCH. 



Sbe came and stood in the Old South Churoh, 

A wonder and a sign, 
With a look the old-time sibjb wore, 

Half crazed and half divine. 

Save the mouroful sackcloth abont her wonnd, 

Unclothed as the primal mother. 
With limlw tliat trembled, and eyes that blazed 

Willi a fire she dare not smother. 

Loose ou her shoulder fell her hair, 

With sprinkled ashes gray ; 
She stood in the broad aiale, strange and weird 

As a soul at the judgment-day. 

And the minister paused in his sermon's midst. 
And the x>eoplc held their breath. 

For these were the words the maiden said 
Through lips us pale as death : — 

" Thus saith the Lord : ' With equal feet 

All meu my courts shall tread. 
And priest and ruler no more shall eat 
My people up like bread! ' 

" Repent ! repent ! ere the Lord shall speak 

In thunder and breaking seak ! 
Let all souls worship him in the way 

His light within reveals ! " 

Sbe shook the dust ftom her naked feet, 

And her sackcloth closely drew, 
And into the poreh of the awe-hushed church 

She passed like a ghost from view. 
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"MORE WONDERS OF THE INVISIBLE 

WORLD." 

1693. 

TO one who is not familiar with all the phases which the 
history of witchcraft in New England takes, Mr. Whit- 
tier's poem entitled " Calef in Boston " would doubtless be an 
enigma, although its foundation is fact and its puq)ose distinct. 
For such a champion of common-sense as Robert Calef proved 
liimself to be when he entered the lists against this monstrous 
superstition, the poet has a natural and unstinted sympathy, and, 
using the privilege of genius, he has conferred upon the humble 
tradesman a patent of nobility. Our own generation, applaud- 
ing the act, hastens to inscribe the name of Calef among the 
benefactors of his age. 

The general subject of witchcraft, including the settled be- 
liefs touching it, is set forth in another place in all its defor- 
mity. The active agency of Satan in human affairs being a 
thing admitted, it became the bounden duty of the godly minis- 
ters to meet liis insidious attacks upon the churches, and they, 
as men deeply learned in such things, were naturally appealed to 
by magistrates and judges for help and guidance. They at once 
put on all the armor of righteousness. Solemn fasting and 
prayer were resorted to as things most efficacious in the emer- 
gency. It was di^clared from the pulpit that the Devil was mak- 
ing a most determined effort to root out the Christian religion in 
New England, and the Government was advised vigorously to 
prosecute the cases of witchcraft before it. In all the subse- 
quent proceedings the ministers took a prominent part. They 
assisted in framing the questions to be put in such a way as 
to entrap the supposed witches, and they attended and took 
minutes of the examinations. They visited the accused persons 
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In priaon who were believed to be in league with Satan, thus 
puttiDg in practice the principle that, — 
The godly may allege 

For aiiytliiiig their privilege, 

And to the Devil himself may go. 

If they have motives thereunto ; 

For as there is a war hetween 

The Dev 'I and them, it ia no sin 

If they, by subtle stratagem, 

Make use of bim as he does them. 

Cotton Mather was the foremost clergyman of that dark day. 
He directed all bis great abilities and learning energetically to 
exterminate the "devils" who, as he tclla us in his "Wonders," 
were walking about the streets " with lengthened chains, making 
a dreadful noise ; and brimstone (even without a metaphor) waa 
making a horrid and hellish stench" in men's nostrils. Learned, 
eloqueut, and persuasive, a man of great personal magnetism and 
large foUowing, his influence was sure to be potential on which- 
ever side it might be cast. It was now thrown with all its 
force, not to avert, but to strengthen, the delusion, thereby aggra- 
vating its calamitous consequences. Some writers, indeed, have 
found it easy to doubt his sincerity. Mr. Whittier, it will be 
seen, writes in full accord with this feeling. But the same charge 
might with equal fairness include all the Christian ministers of 
Mather's time. 

Against Mather, the neighbor, adviser, and bosom friend of 
Governor Sir William Fhips, the acknowledged head of the 
Kew England cleigy in its highest spiritual estate, a man having 
ancient and modem lore at his tongue's end, and withal gifted 
with a fluency, vivacity, and readiness in composing and vniting 
that might make a bolder man hesitate to atteck hint, now 
entered the lists, like another David, Robert Cale^ a simple 
clothier, unknown outside of his own obscure neighborhood. 
Tbe controversy began in this wise. Oalef addressed some let- 
ters to Dr. Mather, in which he arraigned not only the witchcraft 
proceedings, but the delusion itself, the occasion being one Mai- 
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gamt Rule, a young woman of Malhi^r's pwn congregation, whose 
dngular al{liction§ had just been published to the world hy bim 
under the startling caption of " Auotlior Brtud pluckt from 
the Buruing." 

According to Mather, this young woman was haunted by 
no fewer tbun eight malignant spectras, led ou by n ]itinci|ial 
demoo, who upon her refusal to outer into a. bond with him, 
continually put her in excruciating bodily torture by pinching, 
BcorduDg, and sticking pins into hi^r flesli, thniwiny her into 
coiivuleions, lilting her bodily olf tlie bod, and the liku, wherein. 
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saya Mather, slie languished " for just six weeks together." And 
we are also told that at times the spectators of her miseries 
would be nearly choked with the fumea of brimstone riaing 
in the chamber. 

Taking the alarm, which many no doubt equally shared, dread- 
ing a new outbreak of the delusion whose embers, unqttenched 
by blood, were still smouldering, Calef also seems to have dis- 
trusted either the integrity or the wisdom of his learned adver- 
sary, whom he now opposed in behalf of religion and of public 
policy, not only with ability and vigor, but with a surprbingly 
well-equipped arsenal of scriptural learning. In vain Mather 
anecringly spoke of him as " the weaver turned minister," Calef 
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onlf plied him the more pointedl;. At the end of the con- 
troverey the despised clothier turned out to be one of those men 
whose reason is never overthrown by panic, and who do not 
recede a single inch. Mather began with the mistake of under- 
lating him as an antagonist 

After Mather's story of Margaret Bule had been made public, 
Calef also drew up and circulated one, taken from the mouths of 
other eye-witnesses, which is a protest against the methods used 
by Mather to draw out extravagant and incoherent statements 
from the afiUcted girl. Tliis proceeding gave great offence to 
the reverend author of " The Wonders." He retorted with abu- 
sive epithets, and threatened Calef with an action for slander. 
Calef was, in fact, arrested on a warrant for uttering " scandalous 
hhels," and was bound over for trial; but no prosecutor appear- 
ing, the case was dismissed. 

Instead of being silenced, Calef pursued with unremitting 
pertinacity his purpose to prevent a new access of the dismal 
frenzy of the preceding year, which he terms, with strong feel- 
ing, " the sorest affliction and greatest blemish to religion that 
ever befell this country." Later on Mather condescended to 
reply ; but it ia evident that the reaction had now set in, and 
that those who had been the most forward in abetting the witch- 
craft proceedings were anxiously considering how best to excul- 
pate themselves both to their own and to the newly awakened 
public conscience. Matber was no exception. Favored by this 
reaction, Calef continued to press him hard. Cotton Mather's 
story of Margaret Rule is, in tact, a plea and an apology for the 
post. In it he asks, " Why, after all my unwearied cares and 
pains to rescue the miserable from the hons and bears of hell, 
which bad seized them, and after all my studies to disappoint 
tlie devils in their designs to confound my neighborhood, must 
I be driven to the necessity of an apology 1 " This language 
shows how bard a thing it was for him to be forced to descend 
from his high pedestal. 

And again he naively says : " And now I suppose that some of 
oar learned witlings of the coffee-house, foi fear lest theea proofs 
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of an Invisible World should spoil some of their sport, will 
endeavor to turn tlietu all into sport ; for wliich buffoonery 
their only pretence will be : ' They can't understand bow suuh 
things as tbese could be done.'" He lias bceoine exiiuisitely 
sensitive to riilicule. 

But wttclicruft liad now indeed got to the len^'th of its blood- 
corroded chain, and wliile the belief still pn'\'iiiled almost as 
strongly as ever, few men could be found bold enuugh openly 
to advocate it. The sickening r<>flecttou that the judges hod 
decreed tlio dcatli of a score of innocent jieraons upon a mis- 
take paralyzed men's tongues, unless, like (.'alef, tbey spoke 
in obetlienco to the command of conscience. in 1700 he 
collected and had priuteil in London all the pieces relating 
to his controversy with Cotton Atathcr, t^i which were added 
an " Impartial Account " of the .Saleiu oiitbn'ak, and a review 
of JIathcr's life of Hir "Wil- 
liam I'liips. To this he gave 
tjie title of " More Wonders of 
the Invi^^ible World." Xo prin- 
ter could be found in Boston 
or in till' Ciiiony willing to 
undertake the publication, or 
expase it for sale. It was 
publicly burned in the College- 
yard at Cambridge by order of 
ires reached through his near rel- 
V indication wos prepared and 
re denunciations made for witch- 
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r THE MATI{EBS, 



the preeident, whom its expo; 
ative. To break its foreo, 
printed ; but there were no n 
craft, or courts assembled to hang innocent people. Calcf in- 
deed felt the resentment of tho Matheis, but he had saved the 



This is the subject to which Sir. Whitticr addresses his verses 
entitled " Calef in Boston." The allusion to puppct-i)lay is 
drawn from the account of the Kule case, wherein it is related 
by Mather that the demons who tormented the girl had puppets 
into which they wouM thrust pins whenever they wished to 
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hurt her. This was a piece of olden superatitiou which aa- 
aumed that hy making an image in wax ot clay of the person she 
might hold a grudge against, a witch could put that person to 
the same torture that she did, in a mimic way, the image. 

CALEF IS BOSTON. 

J. O. WHITTIER. 

Is the Boleaia days of old 

Two men met in Boston town, 
One a tradesman fnmk and bold, 

One a preacher of Known. 

Cried the last, in bitter lone : 
" Poisoner of the wells of truth '. 

Satan's hireling, thou hast sown 

With his tares the hean of youth ! " 

Spake the Hiniple tradc-aman then ; 

" God be judge 'twixl thou and I ; 
All thou knoweat of truth hath been 

Unto men like thee a lie. 



" Of your spectral puppet play 
I have traced the cunning wires ; 

Come what will, I ueeds must say, 
God is true, and ye are Iiar«." 

When the thought of man is free. 
Error fears its lightest tones ; 

So the priest cried, " Sadducee ! " 
And the people took up stones. 

In the ancient burying-ground, 
Side by side, the twain now lie,— 

One with humble grassy mound, 
One with marbles pale and high. 
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NIX'S MATE. 




THERE are two local legends, one of disaster and one of 
piracy, wliiuli, most unfortunately for the completeness 
of our coUeetion, come either in wliolu or in part under the 
head of lost lei^'cnJs. The lirst is the account of the drowning 
of C'aptaiu (ieorge AVotthylake, 
the keeper of the first lighthouse 
thiit was erected at the entrance 
to Ikiston Harbor. 
I This sutRcicntly simple incident 
■ derives its chief interest from the 
curious fact that it was the subject 
of Franklin's earliest, and if we 
are to l>elievc him, misdirected, 
effort to ciiurt the JIuscs in a killad. Ho says of it that his 
brother James, whc>3C apprentice hi> tlicu was, thinking that 
he might find liis account in printing them, had cncouragc<l 
him to write two ballads, one called the " Lighthouse Tragedy," 
containing an account of the loss of Captain Worthylake and 
liis two daughters, tlie other a sailor's song on the capture of 
the noted pirate, lilackbeard. " They were," he ingenuously 
remarks, "wretched verses in point of style, mere blin<l-men's 
ditties." When they were struck off, his brother despatched 
him to liawk tiiem about tlio towp. The first he assures ua 
had a prodigious tun, because the event was recent and liad 
made a great noise. Xo copy of tlija ballad is known to exist, 
nor has tradition transmitted in us a single line of its verses. 

It is easily learned from contemporary records tliat Captain 
George Worthylake, who lived upon Lovell's Island, while on 
his way up the barbor, " took heaven by the way," as one writer 
piously puts it. His wife Ann and his daughter Ruth, who 
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Bccompanled him, also perished with him by drowning, and the 
three unfortunates were all buried in one giave in the ancient 
cemetery of Copp'a Hill, The gravestone recoids the feet that 
they died November 3, 1718; but it ia eiaaperatingly silent 
concerning any incident that was likely to produce a commemo- 
rative ballad. 

The other legend ia the true story of the origin of the name 
long ago given to the submerged islet called Nix's Mate, over 
which a lonely obelisk rises out of the flowing tides, not for a 
memorial of dark and bloody deeds, as some people suppose, 
but as a guiding landmark to warn ships to steer clear of the 
dangerous reef beueatli. No spot within a wide range of the 
coast is the subject of more eager curiosity to sailors or lands- 
men, or of more exa^erated conjecture, precisely because to this 
day its true history remains an enigma. But such as it is the 
legend is given for what it may be worth. 

Following the repulsive custom of erecting the public gibbet 
at the entrance to a town or a village, where the stark bodies 
of condemned malefactors were the firet objects seen by all who 
passed in or out, it was usual to hang in chains condemned 
pimtes at the entrance to a port, to signal a like warning to 
those who followed the sea as their highway. Long custom 
had sanctioned this pott-mortem sentence. The laws allowed 
it and the people approved it. It followed that the stranger 
who passed underneath one of these ensigns of terror could 
have no doubt tliat he had entered a Christian land, since the 
administration of justice according to its most civilized forms 
confronted him upon its very threshold. 

Tlie sunken reef now known as Nix's Mate was once an islet 
containing several acres of land, and it was at a very early day 
the property of a certain John Gallup, from whom the adjacent 
island is named. The sea has destroyed every vestige of it, 
excepting only the blackened boulders that lie exposed at low 
tide, over which the monument stands guard. Yet not more 
certainly lias the islet perished through the action of destroying 
currents than has the memory of Nix or his Mate been swept 
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away into oblivion by tli<^ tid<^s of time. Still the name is a 
fact entered upon the public recoixls of the (.'olony as a thing 
of general knowledge ; and we therefore continue to call the 
reef Nix's Mate without in the least knowing why we do so. 

The only other fact giving authority to the tradition connected 
with the islet is the certainty that it was more or less used in 
times past as a place of execution for condemned pirates, several 
of whom finished here a career of crime, the ban* r*»cital of which 
makes one's blood run cold. The name of Nix only is wanted 
to complete the black calendar. Every trace of the soil to which 
the bones of the victims were consigned has disapi)eared, and 
only tlie solitary monument indicates this graveyard of the sea, 
which the waves have kindly levelled and blotted out forever. 

It has, however, been handed down from generation to gener- 
ation, — and we have yet to find the individual bold enough to 
dispute it, — that one of these freebooters persisted to the last 
in declaring his innocence of the crimes for which he was to 
suffer death at the hangman's hands ; and he protested with his 
latest bn»ath, before giving up the ghost, that in proof of the 
tnith of his dying ass(;rtion the island would be destroyed. In 
effect, the waves having done their work unhindered by any 
artificial obstruction, the superstitious have always seen in this 
a decree of Fate, and Nix's Mate is supposed by them to have 
suffered unjustly. But knowing as we do that the disappear^ 
ance of the island is due to natural (causes, we are unable satis- 
factorily to establish the connection between the prediction and 
its fulfilment. In any cast*, the verification of innocence, if such 
it shall bo accounted, came too late by a century to save Nix's 
Mate from the halter. 
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THE DUEL ON THE COMMON. 
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ASSOCIATED with tLe vicinity of the Great Elm, iB an 
episode not only of deepest tragical interest, but one 
still further remarkable as disprovii^ for the thousandth time 
the popular fallacy that " murder will out." In Nsw England 
there had been no need of edicts ^^nst duelling. The practice 
vas universally looked upon as being no whit better than 
murder, and that feeling was voiced by Franklin, truly, though 
in language more pungent than polite, in his memorable reply 
to a demand for satisfaction d la mode. A combat of words 
began. After two or tbrce passes, the philosopher easily dis- 
armed his adversary with his usual weapon, hard logic, of which 
he was a consummate master. Our story is a brief one. 

On the morning of July 4, 1728, at daybreak, the body of 
Beigamin Woodbridge, a young merchant of the town, was 
found lying in a pool of blood in a deserted part of the 
Common. He had been dead some hours of a sword-thrust. 
In fact, the weapon had passed completely through the unfor- 
tunate young man. 

No one can begin to imagine the consternation excited by 
the discovery ; and the feeling was not allayed when it tran- 
spired that Woodbridge had fallen in a duel with another young 
gentleman of the town named Phillips. Both of the principals 
were of the highest respectability. The affair was conducted 
without seconds, and the victor, after seeing hia adversary fall, 
had fled. It was evidently a duel to the death. 

This has proved one of the best-kept family secrets that ever 
bafHcd a scandal-loving generation. To this day the real cause 
of the singular and fatal nocturnal combat remains shrouded in 
myt^ry. It is indeed alleged that the quarrel originated over 
a game of cards at tho public-house; but this auppontion is 
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hardly consistent with tlie secrecy, the absence i^f all witnesses, 
and the deadly pui-poae with which the duel was conducted. 
The parties had met early on'tbe previous evening at the Royal 
Exchange, arranged the meeting, and immediately repaired to the 
rendezvous which one of them was destinuil never to leave alive. 

Positively Dothiug, then, is known of the origin of the affair. 
Still, it is evident that no common and vul^'ar quarrol over dice 
or cards, when one or both had made too free with " the Tus- 
can grape," could have so eternally sealed the lips of those to 
whom the real cause of this singular affair of honor must have 
been revealed. Phillips was hurried away on board a ship by 




his friends, and died miserably in exile. Tlie inquest elicited 
nothing of moment beyond the barren facts here narrated. Jus- 
tice was completely baffled. The headstone in the old Urtinary, 
where, in the language of the day, poor Woodbridgo was " de- 
cently and handsomely intcired," is silent. Satan, who had the 
arranging of this lugubrious combat, thrust h<jnie with young 
Pliilli]is. Ignorant as wo arc of the rejil cause, we are yet irre- 
sistibly led to conclude that the^e mis^uideil youths crossed 
swords not in a moment of passion, but at the instigation of 
some offence over which the grave itself must close. The grave 
has closed over it. 
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DUG D'ANVILLE'S DESCENT. 

174«. 

HAVING regard, possibly, to the luaicim that a daiigor 
escaped ia a danger no longer, the hifitorians Lave m 
general treated the descent of Admiral d'Auvilie with i^asy 
indifierence. Yet the 
startling fitct remains 
that so lun^ as his fleet 
rode the ecaa m safety, 
the fat« of New Eng 
land trembled in the 
balance. We beg the 
nmder'a consideration 
of the etory from this 
point of view 

The taking of Louis 
burg in 1745 a pieti. 
of amlacitj at which 
France brststood aghast 
and thun went into a 
towering ruge uvir it 
came nettr being the 
prelude to n struggle 
involving nothni}, lets 
tlian the destinies 
England's American 
colonies. By opening 
new and alluring vistas 

of conqupst to Britiiih statesmen, it set thom upon fresh schemes 
for tlic uoiiquest of Canada wbiuli they were secretly preparing 
to put in execution. In fitct, by this mettled achievement, 
New Englanil had driven the entering wedge into the very heiirt 
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oi the French colonial empire. England was now gathering her 
strength to force it liome. 

On the other hand, it so incensed the French Court, then fresh 
from its brilliant victories in the Low Countries, that orders 
were given for the immediate equipping, at Brest, of a formi- 
dable land and sea armament, which it was meant should not 
only recover what had been lost, ])ut carry the war energetically 
to the enemy*s own doors. To guarantee the security of your 
possessions by recalling your enemy to the defence of his own, 
is a military maxim so old that the Cabinet of Versailles could 
not be safely assumed to be ignorant of it. 

This double-shotted idea promised results highly important to 
the colonial schemes, as well as to the waning prestige, of France. 
So also did it give good promise of success ; for at I*aris, thanks 
to British parsimony, it was well known that the British Ameri- 
can seaports were no Louisburgs. Since, therefore, to ravage the 
New England sea-coast was a thing poifectly feasible to do, Count 
Maurepas resolved to do it. And he meant to do it effectually. 
The preparations at Brest being quickly known in London, the 
two ancient gladiators began once more to strip for the approach- 
ing combat. 

Pursuing its own plans, the English Ministry was at the 
same time collecting ships, men, and materials of war at Ports- 
mouth, for the invasion of Canada. Orders were sent out to 
the Colonies to hasten the raising of troops for the same pur- 
pose. Then, the destination of the French fleet not being quite 
clear, the Ministry sent a squadron to blockade it in Brest ; but 
the French Admiral, eluding the vigilance of the British cruisers, 
slipped out and got to sea notwithstanding. Such was tlie situ- 
ation in the midsummer of 1 746. 

The fleet now on the se^ numbered eleven ships of the line 
and twenty frigates, carrying 814 guns and 7000 sailors, to 
which were joined thirty-four transports having on board five 
battalions of the veteran troops of France. The fleet was com- 
manded by M. de la Rochefoucauld, Due (VAnville, a man of 
illustrious descent, in the prime of life, to whom the fortunes of 
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the expedition had been committed with fullest coofidence in his 
ability to execute his orders to the letter. Those orders were to 
retake Louisburg and dismantle its fortilications, recapture Annap- 
olis and garrison it, and then to burn and destroy Boston, and 
lay waste with fire and sword the whole coast as far as Florida. 

Boston, the place wheie the plans for capturing Louisbuig 
had originated, the brain and heart of the English Colonies, the 
centre of English aggression, the perpetual menace to French 
dominion in Canada, was to be especially distinguished by 
the vengeance of the Cabinet of Versailles. Boston was to be 
destroyed. Indeed, her defenceless condition invited an attack. 
Her only fortress had been stripped of its cannon to enable 
Pepperell to batter down Louisburg. There was no British 
S(|uadron to defend it, and there was not a single British sol- 
dier in the whole province. 

All these circumstances being appreciated, it is impossible to 
exaggerate tlie consternation with which the certain intelligence 
of the escape of D'Anville was received at Boston. People stood 
aghast. The danger was indeed imminent. He might at any 
moment be expected to announce his arrival upon the coast 
with his cannon. England, says Hutchinson, was not more 
alarmed with the Siunish Armada, than were Boston and the 
other North American seaports by the hourly expectation of this 
truly formidable flotilla. Brave man that he was. Governor 
Shirley prepared to meet the emei^ency with such means as he 
had. Rut there was not a moment to lose. Ho instantly called 
out a levy en maur. The scenes preceding the Louiabuiy expe- 
dition were repeated on a larger scale. Couriers spurred in every 
direction bearing the summons to anns, and everywhere the 
brave yeomanry responded with eager promptitude to the call. 
At night the hills blazed with bonfires. By day the roads 
swarmed with armed men hastening toward Boston. The Com- 
mon became a camp. All business except that of repelling the 
invader was at an end, and nothing else was talked of. Tn this 
activity the people a little recovered from the panic into which 
they had at first been thrown. 
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While the people were awaiting in feverish anxiety further 
news of the fleet, a fisherman came in from sea, who said that he 
had been brought to on the Nova Scotia coast by four heavy 
ships of war. They required him to pilot them into Chebucto, 
which was the designated rendezvous for D*Anville*8 fleet. While 
lying to under the guns of one of these ships, he read on her 
stem the name " Le Terrible." Then, a fog having suddenly 
shut them in, he had succeeded in making good his escape, and 
had steered directly for Boston with the news. 

But the splendid fleet of D'Anville was destined to encounter 
a series of disasters hardly paralleled in the naval annals of 
France. An evil destiny pursued it. When it was off'Cape 
Sable, it experienced violent storms that scattered and dispersed 
it beyond tlie power of reassembling. Conflans with four ships 
made sail for France ; others steered for the West Indies ; and 
still others were drifting, disabled wrecks, at the mercy of the 
winds and waves. Finally the Duke succeeded in getting to the 
rendezvous witli two or three ships only of all the magnificent 
squadron that had sailed from Brest. Within a week he died, 
it is hinted from the effect of poison administered by himself, 
he choosing death rather than to survive the disgrace which had 
so suddenly overwhelmed him. The Vice- Admiral then pro- 
posed that the remains of the fleet should return to France. 
La Jonqui^re, Governor-General of Canada, being present at the 
Council, warmly opposed this, urging that the fleet, now aug- 
mented by the arrival of three more ships, and strengthened by 
the recovery of the sick, ought to strike one blow for the honor 
of France. He begged the Vice- Admiral to attempt at least the 
carrying out of a part of his instructions. These arguments 
prevailing with the Council, D'Estournelles, the Vice-Admiral, 
finding himself opposed and thwarted, lost his head, became 
delirious, and presently put an end to his life by falling on his 
own sword. The command then devolved on La Jonquidre. 
The troops that had been landed were re-embarked, and the 
fleet sailed to attack Annapolis; but it again meeting with a dis- 
abling storm, this enterprise was also abandoned, and the shat- 
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tered lemuant of D'AnTille's armada steered for Fnuice. Upon 
this the French Canadian forces then invading Nova Scotia 
btoke up their campe and retreated. The hopes of the French 
Ministry had thus boon everywhere wrecked. 

When these events became known in Boston, the great weight 
that had oppieased the minds of the people was so suddenly 
lifted off, that at first they could scarcely realize the change. 
When they did, the uuiversal joy showed itself, not in noisy 
demonstrations, but, in the true Puritan spirit, in prayer and 
thanksgiving. Prayeis of gratitude went up from all the pul- 
pits ; for in the utter destruction of D'AnviUe's proud fleet by 
the winds and waves alone was seen, on every side, the hand 
of God once mora manifesting itself, as in the old days, to his 

In this spirit, and taking these truly picturesque incidents 
for his theme, Longfellow supposes the Rev. Thomas Prince, 
then pastor of the Old South Church in Boston, to be recounting 
them to hie congregation, ascribing to the power of prayer the 
destruction that overtook the fleet of France. 

A BALLAD OF THE FRENCH FLEET. 

OCTOBIR, 17*6. 

Mr. Thomas Prikce (loquitur). 

A FLEET with flaga arrayed 

Saileil from the port of Brest, 
And the Admiral's ship displayed 

The signal, " Steer southwest." 
For this Admiral iVAnviUe 

Had sworn by cross and crown 
To ravage with fire and steel 

Our helpless Boston town. 

There were rumorn in the street, 

In the houses there was fear 
Of the coming of the fleet, 

And the danger hovering near; 
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Aiid while from mouth to mouth 
Spread the tidings of tlisuiay, 

I stood in the Old South, 
Saying humbly, ** Let us pray I 

** O Lord ! we would not advise ; 

But if in thy providence 
A temi)est should arise 

To drive the French fleet hence, 
And si'atter it fur and wide, 

Or sink it in the w^a, 
We should be satisfied, 

And thine the glory l>e." 

This was the prayer I made, 

For my soul was all on flame ; 
And even as I prayetl, 

The answering temi>est came, — 
It came with a mighty power, 

Shaking the windows and walls, 
And tolling the hell in the tower 

As it tolls at funerals. 



The fleet it overtook, 

And the hroad sails in the van 
Like the tents of C^ishan shook, 

Or the curtains of Midian. 
Down on the reeling decks 

Crashed the o'erwhelming seas ; 
Ah ! never were theR» wrecks 

So pitiful as these ! 

Tike a pf)tter's vessel hroke 

The great ships of the line ; 
They were carried away as a smoke, 

Or simk like lead in the brine. 
Lord I before thy jjath 

They vanished, and ceased to be, 
When thou <lidst walk in wrath 

With thine horsi'S through the «ea ! 



CURIST ClIUBCH. 

CHRIST CHURCH. 

EDWIN B. RUSSELL. 

Gbav »pin^ thut from the ancivnt street 
The eyes of reverent pilgrinia greet, 
Atf b; thy bells llieir steps are Ictl, 




CRBral CBI7B0H. 

Thou liftest up thy voice to-day, 
Silvery nnd swoet, yet strong bb aye, 
Abovi' the tivine and Llie ileail. 
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Beneath tby tower, how vast the throng 
That moved through ]:>orch and aisle along 

The holy fane, the galleried height; 
As years cunie in, and years went out, 
With sob of woe, or joyful shout. 

With requiem rent, or anthem bright. 

Old faces haunt the ancient pew, 
And in the organ-loft renew 

The 8acre<l strain of earlier times. 
When knight and dame in worship lM?nt, 
And from their lips the homage sent 

That mingled with the answering chimes. 

And here the patriot hung his light. 
Which shone through all that anxious night. 

To eager eyes of Paul Revere. 
There, in the dark churchyard below, 
The dead Past wakened not, to know 

How changeil the world, that night of fear. 

The angels on thy gallery soar. 
The Saviour's face thine altar o'er 

Is there, as in the elder day. 
The royal silver yet doth shine, 
And holds the pledge of love divine, 

That cannot change, nor ptiss away. 



PAUL REVERE'S RIDE. 

1775. 

IX Boston the first inquiry that every stranger makes is for 
Bunker Hill ; the next is to be directed to the old church 
where the lanterns were hung out on the night before the battles 
of Lexington and Concord. 

At nearly every hour of the day some one may be seen in the 
now unfrecjuented street looking up at the lofty spire with an 
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expression of deep Batisfactioii, as if some long-cherished wish 
had at last been accomplished. 

While ho is endeavoring to impress the appearance of the 
venerable structure upon hia memory, the pilgrim to historic 
shrines sees that n tablet, with an inscription cut upon it, is 
imbedded in the old, but still solid, masonry of the tower front. 
Sidi'in Street is so narrow tliat he has no difficulty whatever in 
reading it from the curbstone across the way, which he does 
slowly and attentively. Bcstouians all know it by heart Thus 



E STECPtE Of THIS CHUKCH, 
[;0UNTI1V OK THE UARCn 



Tliis inscription, then, has constituted Christ Church, in effect, 
a monument to Paul lievere and his famous exploit. The poet 
Longfellow has given him another. 

No stranger enters this neighborhood who does not get the 
impression that he has somewhere, unknown to himself, walked 
out of the Nineteenth Century into tlio Eighteenth. 

The whole neighborhood ia in a languishing state, though quite 
in keeping with the softened feeling that always comes over one 
in such retirctl comers. For here he has full liberty to lose him- 
self, undisturbed either by noise or bustle, and ho can quietly 
enjoy the seclusion needful for getting into a frame of mind proper 
to the associations of the spot. Yet, strange as it now seems, 
this was once a fashionable quarter of the town, although that 
was long ago, and traces of the old-time gentility are still apparent 
hero and there to the eye of the wanderer up and down the de- 
serted thoroughfares. In point of fact, notwithstanding it is one 
of the oldest divisions of the old city, the whole North End has 
lagged full half a century behind the other sections, -— so far, 
indeed, that it is doubtful whether it will ever overtake them. 
This old church, with ita venerable chimes, the armorial tomb- 
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We have JovoIbiI bo wutli space W ibu loiailit> bocauso it was 
iha birthplace iiiiJ houie of Puid Kovere. 

At the time of his memorable ride, I'ltiil Itcvere was ibrty 
yeara uld, auJ was liviog in the neigliboihooU wIikw he wu 

llevere was one of those skilful mectiaiiii-s who can turn tbeif 
hauils to many tliiuys, and liaviug alruiuly liuiriieil to engrave ou 
silver, he torA up niid euaa began to be known aa an engra^'er 

WSTON FKOa BBEBn's UlLL. IJBI. 

EevMB, like most of his class, went heart and soul with the 
Whigs when the tronbles witli thu mother country drew men to 
one or the other side ; and ho very aoon bccuTue one of the most 

men like himself, who ha.1 swoni on the Hible not to betray 
eiich other, and whose purpose wbs to spy out and defeat the 

These men knew nothing and cawl nothing about the tricks of 
diplomacy. They were simply anxious to deeide all outstanding 

questions by blows, the sooner the better. 

Their meetings wore hold and their plans concerted at the 

L 


1 
1 
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(jreen Dragon Tavern iu Uiiioii Street. Tboy were directed 
how to act for the Uiterestst of the common cause ly Adums, 
Haucouk, Warren, acid oiie or ttvo others of the acknowledged 
leaders, Betwoen Warren and Itevere there grew up a sym- 
pathy so especially close and intimate, that vhen Adams and 
Hancock left it, and Warren alone remained to observe and 
direct events in the town, Revere became his chosen lieutenant. 
This brings iis to the event recorded in the inscription. 

The Province of Massachusetts was on the verge of open re- 
volt. It had formed an oruiy, commissioned its officeis, and pro- 




mulgated orders as if there were no such person as George III. It 
was collecting stores, cannon, and muskets, in anticipation of the 
moment when this array should take the field. It had, moreover, 
given due notice to the British general-in -chief, ns well as the 
rest of mankind, tliat the first movement into the country made 
by the royal troops in force would bo considered as an act of hos- 
tility and treated as such. If this was not raising the standard 
of open rebellion, it certainly was something veiy like it. 

The King hod sent General Gage to Boston to put down the 
rebellion there, and lie had promised to do it with four bat- 
talions. He was now iu Boston with a small army. Yet he 
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hesitated to act Neither party would recede an inch, yet on 
both sides the commission of an overt act which any moment 
might precipitate war was awaited in the utmost suspense and 
dread. 

At length General Gage resolved to strike a crippling blow, 
and if possible to do it without bloodshed. 

The principal depot of the patriots was forming at Concord, 
in the County of Middlesex, about twenty miles from Boston, 
where it was considered (juite safe from any sudden dash by the 
royal troops. General Gage was kept thoroughly informed by 
his spies of what was going on, and he determined to send a 
secret expedition to destroy those stores. Tlie patriots, on their 
side, knew that something was in agitation, and it was no diffi- 
cult matter for them to guess what was its real i>urport and aim. 
Still, so long as these remained in doubt, they were anxious 
and fearful and restless. They, however, redoubled their vigi- 
lance. All the landing-places of the town, the soldiers* bar- 
racks, and even the Province House itself, were closely watched, 
wliilo guards were regularly kept in all the surrounding towns, 
promptly to give the alarm whenever the head of a British col- 
umn should appear. General Gage held the capital of the prov- 
ince, but outside of its gates his orders could be executed only 
at the point of the bayonet. 

Fully appreciating tlie importance of secrecy, General Gage 
quietly got ready eight hundred jacked troops, which he meant 
to convey under cover of the night across tlie west bay, and 
to land on the Cambridge side, thus baflling the vigilance of 
the townspeople, and at the same time considerably shortening 
the distance his troops would have to march. So much pains 
was taken to keep their actual destination a i)rofound secret, that 
even the officer who was selected for the command only received 
an order notifying him to hold himself in readiness. The guards 
in the town were doubled, and, in order to intercept any couriers 
who might slip through them, at the proper moment mounted 
patrols were sent out on the roads leading to Concord. Having 
done what he could to prevent intelligence from reaching the 
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country, and to keep the town quiet, the British General gave 
iiis orders ibr the embarkation ; 
and at between ten and eleven 
of the night of April 18th the 
truops destined for this service 
were taken across the bay in 
boats to the Cambridge eide 
of the river. At tliia hour his 
pickets were guiinling the de- 
serted roads leading into the 
country, and up to this moment 
no patriot courier had ^'oneuut. 
The General liad thus got a long 
start of the patriots. But their 
vif^ilanco detected tbe move- 
ment as soon as it was mode. 
As Lord Percy was returning 
from an interview with Gen- 
eral Gage, he met grou]w of the 
townspeople talking excitedly 
together, and upon going near 
euoiigli to overhear the subject 
of converaation, one of them 
said to him defiantly : " The 
British troops have marchetl, 
but they will miss their aim." 

"What aimt" aaked the 
Earl. 

" The cannon at Concord," 
was the reply. 

Percy instantly retraced hia 
stejta to the Province House. 
After listening in silence to Ids 
report, the General broke out with, "Then I have been betrayed 1" 

It is now believed that a member of the General's own house- 
hold was the medium through which his secret had become 
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country, Bud to keep tlie town quiet, the Britisli General gave 
liis orders far the embarkation ; 
and at between t«n iind eleven 
of tbe iiight of April 18th the 
troopa destined for this seirice 
were taken across the bay in 
boata to the Cambrid^'e side 
of the river. At this hour liia 
pickets were guiirding tlie ik-- 
sertiil roads leading into tbo 
couiilry, and up to this moment 
no patriot courier had gone out. 
The General had thus got a long 
start of the patriots. But their 
vigikueo detected the move- 
ment as soon as it was made. 
^B Lord Percj' was returning 
from an interview with C!eu- 
enU Gage, be met groujw of lliu 
townspeople talking excitedly 
together, and upon going near 
enough to overhear the subject 
of conversation, one of them 
said to him defiantly : " The 
British troops have marched, ' 
but they will misa their aim." 

"What aiml" asked the 
EarL 

" The cannon at Concord," 
was thfl reply. 

Percy inaLititly retraced his 

'■i-ivinco House. 

I'l silence to his 

"-il broke out with, "Then I have been betiayedl" 

viid that a member of the General's own houw- 

-iliiim through which his secret had become 
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known to the rebels. Their difficulty now was to transmit the 
news seasonably, to prevent the loss of the provincial magazines. 
There were only two modes of egress from the town, one being by 
the old ferry to Charlestown, the other by the neck connecting 
Boston with the mainland, which was only wide enough for a 
single road. The ferry-landing was kept by a subaltern's guard, 
and it was commanded by the batteries of a frigate anchored 
off in the stream. The road was blocked by a fortress extend- 
ing across it, the gates of which were shut at a certain hour, 
after which no one could pass in or out except by order of the 
General himself. 

To provide against this, Revere, only a day or two earlier, had 
concerted signals which should apprise his friends in Charles- 
town whenever a movement of troops was actually taking place. 
When these signals should be displayed, the watchful patriots 
there knew what they had to do. 

The signals agreed upon were lights to be shown from the 
belfry of the North Church : two if the troops went out by 
water, and one if by land. The redcoats had scarcely got into 
their boats, when Warren sent in great haste for Paul Revere 
and William Dawes. He knew that the crisis had now come. 
Telling them in two words that the soldiers had started, and 
that he feared they meant to seize the patriot leaders, Hancock 
and Adams, he despatched Revere by the way of Charlestown, 
and Dawes by the great high-road over the Neck. In this 
way, should one be stopped, the other might elude the vigi- 
lance of the sentinels and succeed in getting through the lines. 
With the parting injunction in their ears, not to lose a moment, 
the two patriots started on the most momentous errand of the 
century. 

Revere first went to a friend and requested him to show the 
signal, one lantern in the church belfry. He then went home, 
hurried on his riding-boots and surtout, and having picked up 
two friends and a boat, the three stealthily rowed across the 
river, passing unseen under the muzzles of the frigate's guns 
that guarded the ferry. 
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Leaping on shore, lievere teamed that his signal ba<t been 
seen and understood. At that very moment its warning beams 
shone from the distant tower. A fleet horse was quickly saddled 
and bridled for him to mount. Kevere seized the bridle, jumped 
into the saddle, and spurred off at the top of hia speed for Lex- 
ington, ten miles away, where Hancock and Adams, unconscious 
of danger, were then asleep in their beds. Dawes, too, had fo^ 
tunately succeeded in evading the sentinels, so that the two were 
now, in the dead of night, galloping on like messengers of fate, 
not sparing either whip or spur, and each nerved by the immi- 
nent peril of the moment to do or dare everything for the sal- 
vation of friends and country. Kevere had hardly got clear of 
Charleatown when a horseman suddenly barred his passage. 
Another rode up, then a third. He had ridden headlong into 
the midst of the British patrol! They closed in upon him. 
But Revere was not the man to be thus taken in a trap without 
a struggle. He quickly pulled up, turned his horse's head, dug 
the spurs into his flanks, and dashed oil' into a by-road with the 
patrol at hia heels. Being the better mounteJ, he soon distanced 
his pursuers, and in ten minutes more rode into Medford, shout- 
ing like a madman at every house he came to, " Up and arm ! 
Up and arm ! The regulars are out ! The regulars are out ! " 
He awoke the captain of the minute-men, told his startling story 
in a breath, and before the shrill neighing of the excited steed or 
the shouts of the rider had grown faint in the liistance, the Med- 
ford bells began to ring out their wild alarm. When Bevere en- 
tered it, the town was as still as the grave ; he left it in an uproar. 

The regulars were indeed out ; but whore 1 By this time they 
should have been well advanced on their march, had not an 
excess of caution ruined at the outset every chance of surprising 
the Provincials. Possibly to prevent the expedition's getting 
wind, instead of furnishing the troops with rations before start- 
ing, they hod been cooked on board the ileet, and put into the 
boats furnished by the different ships of war. Ai^r landing 
upon the Cambridge marahes, and after floundering through 
water up to the kneu, to the shore, the royal troops were kept 



86 



NEW-ENGLASD LEOEJmS. 



drnwn up in a diitj by-roa*l until two 
waitiugfortheiF provisions to be brought 
frifm thtilwats and distributed. To losu 
}n)urs when miuut«g uoimtod for liours 
was fatal. Tho tliree thua idled away 
decided tlie fate uf tlie cxpeilition. The 
liritish grunadiers wens still shivering 
uu the spot whore they disombarked, 
when Revere, after laising the country 
in arms, rode iuto Lexiugtou. It was 
just luitlnighl when be dismounted at 
the door where Hancock uud 
Adama were aslei^p. He saw 
that he WHS ill 
time. A jiatriot _ r^- 





ittotrsiNG THE BisrrE.aiN. 



guard was atationed outside. The drowsy sergeant sharply 
admonished Revere to make less uoise, or he would disturb the 
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" Xoiae ! " exclaimed the thoroughly excited Re- 
vere ; " you '11 have noise euough before long. The ieguk» 
are out ! " He was then admitted. 

In the course of half an hour the other express arrived, and the 
two rebel leaders being now fully convinced that Concord was 
the threatened point, after allowing the hold riders the time to 
swallow a few mouthfuls, hurried them on to Concord. Adaraa 
did not believe that Gage would send an ai-my merely to take 
two men prisoners. To him the true object was very clear. 

Revere, Dawes, and young Dr. Prescott of Concord, who had 
joined them, had got over half the distance, when at a sudden 
turning they saw in the gray light a group of dusky figures 
filling the road ; at the same instant they heard the sharp com- 
mand to halt. It was a second patrol, armed to the teeth. 
Prescott leaped his horse over the roadside wall, and so escaped 
across the ticlds to Concord. Revere, seeing the muzzle of a 
pistol covering him with sure aim, gave himself up, with the 
better grace now tiiat one of tlie party had got clear. Dawes did 
the same thing. An officer then put his cocked pistol to Re- 
vcre's head, telling him that he woidd scatter his brains in the 
road if he did not make tnie answers. His business on the 
road Rt that hour was then demanded. He was told, in return, 
to listen ; when, through the stUl morning air, coming distinct 
and threatening, the distant booming of the alarni-bells, peal 
upon peal, Svas borne to their ears. Revere then boldly avowed 
his errand to be what it was, significantly adding that the coun- 
try below was up in arms. Another prisoner told the patrol that 
they were all dead men. It was the Britons who were now un- 
easy. One of the rebel couriers had escaped them ; tlie country 
below them was up ; and there was no news of the troops. Order- 
ing the prisoners to follow them, the troop roile ofT at a gallop 
towartl Lexington, and when they were at the edge of the vil- 
lage Revere was told to dismount, and was then left to shift for 
himself. Ho ran as fust as his legs could carry him across the 
pastures, back to the parsonage, to report his misadventure, while 
the patrol galloped otf toward Boston to announce theirs. 
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By this time the minute-inen of Lexington had rallied to oj)- 
}>08e the march of the troops. At this hour the alarm had spread 
throughout the surrounding country ; and it was still resound- 
ing, still extending on every side, and multiplying itself like a 
destroying conflagration swept onward by the winds. In two 
hours more the whole Province was in flames. Thanks to the in- 
trepidity of Paul Revere the goldsmith, instead of suri)rising the 
rebels in their beds, the redcoats found them marshalled on Lex- 
ington Green, at Conconl Bridge, in front, flank, and rear, armed 
and ready to dispute their march to the bitter end. 

At five in the morning his Majesty's troops by command tire* I 
upon and killed a number of the citizen soldiers at Lexington ; 
they then gave three loud and triumphant cheers for the vic- 
tory. At five in the evening General Gage knew that this 
volley had been discharged over the grave of his master's Ameri- 
can empire, which he had promised to preserve with four bat- 
talions ; the yeomanry of one county only had chased six of 
them back to their quarters. 

From this narration it appears that it was not the signal, but 
Revere himself who ** warned the country of the march of the 
British troops." Yet had he failed, the result would probably 
have been the same, thanks to his promptitu<le ami his invention 
in this historic emergency. Mr. Longfellow in his famous ballad 
80 arranges the scene as to make Revere impatiently watching for 
the signal-light to appear. Revere was the signal. 



PAUL REVERFS RIDE. 

Listen, my cliildren, and you shall hear 

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 

On the eight^jenth of April, in Seventy-five ; 

Hardly a man is now alive 

Who remembers that famous day and year. 

He said to his friend, " If the British march 
By land or sea from the town to-night. 



PAUL REVERE'S RIDE. 

Hang a Lmtem aloft in tiie belfry arch 

Of the North Church towur as a ugna) light,— 

One, if by land, and two, if by sea ; 

And I on the opposite shore will be, 

Beady to ride imd spread the alarm 

Through every Middlesex village and farm, 

For the country folk to be up and to nrra." 

Then he said " Good night ! " and with muffled 

Silently rowed to the CJinrlestown shore, 

Juflt as the moon rose over the bay, 

Where swinging wide at her mooringa lay 

The " Somerset," British man-of-wur ; 

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 

Across the moon like a prison bar. 

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified 

By its own reflection in the tiile. 



Meanwliije, impatient to monnt and ride, 
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride 
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere. 
Now he ])atted hia horse's aide, 
Now go/ed at the landscape far and near, 
Then, impetuoua, stamped the earth, 
And turned and tightened his saddle-girth ; 
Bat mostly he watcheil with eager search 
The belfry-tower of the Old North Cburch, 
Aa it rose above the graves on the hill. 
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still. 
And lo 1 08 he looks, on the belfry's height 
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns, 
But lingers and gazes, till full on hia «ight 
A second lamp in the belfry bumsl 

A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark. 

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark 

Struck out by a steed fljinf fearless and fleet : 

That was all I And yet, through the gloom and the light. 
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The fate of a nation was riding that night ; 

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight, 

Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 



It was one by the village clock, 

When he galloped into Lexington. 

He saw the gilded weathercock 

Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 

And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare, 

Gaze at him with a spectral glare, 

As if they already stood aghast 

At the bloody work they would look upon. 



You know the rest. In the books you have read, 
How the British Regulars fired and fled, — 
How the farmers gave them ball for ball, 
From behind each fence and farmyard wall, 
Chasing the redcoats down the lane. 
Then crossing the fields to emerge again 
Under the trees at the turn of the road. 
And only pausing to fire and load. 



PETER RUGG, THE MISSING MAN. 

BY WILLIAM AUSTIN. 

(From Jonathan DuniceU of New York to ^fr. Herman Krauff.) 

SIR, — Agreeably to my promise, I now relate to you all 
the particulars of the lost man and child which I have 
been able to collect. It is entirely owing to the humane inter- 
est you seemed to take in the report that I have pursued the 
inquiry to the following result. 
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You may remember that business called me to Boston in the 
summer of 1830, I sailed in the packet to ProTidence ; and 
when I arrived there, I learned that every scat in the stage was 
engaged. I was thus obliged cither to wait a few hours, or ac- 
cept a seat with the driver, who civilly offered me that accom- 
modation. Accordingly 1 took my seat by his side, and soon 
found him intelligent and communicative. When we had trav- 
elled about ten miles, the horses suddenly threw theii ears on 
their necks as flat as a hare's. Said the driver, " Have you a 
eurtout with youl" 

" No," said I ; " why do you ask t " 

" You will want one soon," said he. " Do you observe the 
ears of all the horses f " 

" Yes ; " and was just about to ask the reason. 

" They see the storm-breeder, and we shall see him soon." 

At thia moment tlicre was not a cloud visible in the firma- 
ment ; soon after a small speck appeared in the road. 

"There," said my companion, "comes the storm-breeder; 
be always leaves a Scotch mist behind him. By many a wet - 
jacket do I remember him. I suppose the poor fellow suffere 
much himself — much mote than is known to the world." 

Presently a man with a child beside him, with a large black 
horse and a weather-beaten chair, once built for a chaise-body, 
passed in great haste, apparently at the rate of twelve miles an 
hour. He seemed to grasp the reins of his horse with firmness, 
and appeared to anticipate his speed. He seemed dejected, and 
looked anxiously at the passengers, particularly at the stage-driver 
and myself. In a moment af^r he passed us, the horses' ears 
were up, and bent themselves forward so that they nearly met, 

" Who is that man ) " said I ; "he seems in great trouble." 

" Nobody knows who he is ; hut his person and the child are 
fomOiar to me. I have tact him more than. a hundred times, 
and have been so often asked the way to Boston by that man, 
even when he was travelling directly from that town, that of 
late I have refused any communication with him ; and that is 
the reason he gave me such a fixed look." 
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" But dooa he never stop anywhere 1 " 

" I have never known him to stop anywhere longer than to 
inquire the way to Boston. And let him be where he may, he 
will tell you ho coiiuot stay a moment, fur he must reach Boston 
that night." 

We were now ascending a high hill in Walpole ; and as we 
had a fair view of the heavens, I was rather disposed to jeer 
the driver for thinking of his surtout, as not a cloud as big a.s 
a marble couJd be discerned. 

" Do you look," said he, " in the direction whenue the man 
came ; that is the place to look. The storm never meets him, 
it follows him." 

We presently approached another bill ; and when at the 
height the driver pointed out in an eastern direction a little 
black speck about as big as a hat, — " There," said he, " is the 
seed storm ; we may possibly reach PoUey's liefore it reaches 
ns, but the wanderer and his child will go to Providence 
through rain, thunder, and lightning." 

And now the horses, as though taught by instinct, hastened 
with increased speed. The little black cloud came on rolling 
over the tnrnpike, and doubled and trebled itself in all direc- 
tions. The oppearance of this cloud attracted the notice of all 
the passengers ; for after it had spread itself to a groat bulk, 
it suddenly became more limited in circumference, grew more 
compact, dark, and consolidated. And now the successive flashes 
of chain lightning caused the whole cloud to appear like a sort 
of irregular network, and displayed a thousand fantastic images. 
The driver bespoke ray attention to a remarkable configuration 
in the cloud ; he said every flash of lightning near its centre 
discovered to liim distinctly the form of a man sitting in an 
open carriage drawn by a black horse. But in truth I saw no 
such thing, Tlie man's fancy was doubtless at fault. It is a 
very common thing for the imagination to paint for the senses, 
both in the visible and invisible world. 

Ill the mean time the distant thunder gave notice of a shower 
at hand ; aud just as we reached Polley's tavern the rain poured 



94 



KEW-ENGLAKD LEGENU8. 



ilown in torrenta. It wna soon over, tlui cloid passing in tbe 
(llrectiou of the turnpike towarU Provideuce, In a few luouiente 
after, a respcctabU-louking man tn u chaise stopped at the door. 
The man aiid child in the chair having excited soma littlu sj-m- 
pathy among the passengers, the (;eiitl?mnu was aske*I if \\a 
had observed them. He said ]in hnd mot them ; that tlie man 




«6i-med bewildered, and i«i|uired the way to Boston; that lie 
was driving at great speed, aa though he expected to outatrijj 
the tempest ; that the moment he bad passed him, a thunder- 
clap broke directly over the man's head, and seemed to envelop 
both man and eliiJd, tiorse and carriage. "] stoppeil," said the 
gentleman, " snpiwsing the lightning had struck him ; but the 
horse only se«med to loom up and increase his speed ; and as 
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well as I could judge, he travelled jusl ns faat a& the tUuudei- 

Wbile thid mau was speaking, a pedlar with a cart of tin 
morulmndiae uanie up all dripping ; and on being questioned, 
he said he had met that man and carriages, within a fortnight, 
in four dilfenuit States j that at each time he had inquired the 
way to Bostou, and that u thunder-shower, like the present, 
had each time deluged hia wagon and his wares, setting his tin 
pots, etc., afloat, so that he had determined to get marine insur- 
ance done lor the future. But that which excited his surprise 
most was the strange conduct of his horse ; for that lon^' bi^foro 
he could tlifitinguish the 
man in the chair, his own 
horse stood stilt in the 
road, and flung back his 
ears. " In short," said the 
[wdlar. " I wish never tu 
see that man and horse 
again ; they do nut Inok 
to me as thou>;h tboy be- 
longed to this world." 

Thb was all I could 
learn at that time ; and 
the occurrence soon after 
would have become with 
me " liki) one of those 

things which had never happened," had I not, as 1 stood recently 
on the doorstep of Bennett's Hotel in Hartford, heard a man 
say, "There goes Peter Kugg and his child ! He looks wet and 
weary, and further from Boston than ever." I was satistied it 
was the same man I had seen more than three years before ; for 
whoever has once seen Peter Rugg can never after be deceived 
as to his identity. 

"Peter En^!" seid I; "and who is Peter RuggT" 

" That," said the atniDger, " is more than any one can tell 
exactly. He is a famous traveller, held in light esteem by all 
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inu-holdais, for he never stops to eat, drink, or sleep. I wonder 
why the Government does not employ him to carry the maU." 

"Ay," said a bystander; "that is a thought bright only on 
one side. How long would it take in that case to send a letter 
to Boston 1 — for Peter has already, to my knowledge, been more 
tlian twenty yeare travelling to that place." 

"But," said I, "does the man never stop anywhere 1 Does he 
never converse with any one ) I saw the same man more than 
three yeara since near Providence, and I heard a strange story 
about him. Pray, sir, give me some account of this man." 

"Sir," said the stranger, "those who know the moat respect- 
ing that man say the least. I have heard it asserted that 
Heaven sometimes sets a mark on a man either for judgment 
or a trial. Under which Peter Ru^ now labors, I cannot say ; 
therefore I am rather inclined to pity than to judge." 

" You apeak like a humane man," said T ; " and if you have 
known him so long, 1 pray yon will give me some account of 
him. Has his appearance much altered in that timel" 

" Why, yes ; he looks as though ho never ate, drank, or slept ; 
and his child looks older than himself; and he looks like time 
broken off from eternity, an* anxious to gain a resting-place." 

"And how does his horae look!" said I. 

" As for his horse, he looks fatter and gayer, and shows more 
animation and courage, than he did twenty years ago. The last 
time Rugg spoke to me be inquired how far it was to Boston. 
1 told him just one hundred miles. 

" ' Why,' said he, ' how can you deceive me sol It is cruel 
to mislead a traveller. I have lost my way ; pmy direct me the 
nearest way to Boston.' 

" I repeated, it was one hundred mUes. 

"'How can you say sol' said he; '1 was told last evening 
it was but fifty, and I have travelled all night.' 

" ' But,' said I, ' you are now travelling from Boston. You 
must turn back.' 

" ' Alas ! ' aaid he, ' it is all turn back ! Boston shifts with 
the wind, and plays all around the compass. One man tells 
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me it is to the east, another to the west ; and the guJda-posts, 
too, they all point the wrong way.' 

'"But will you not stop and rest)' said Ij 'you seem wet 
and weary.' 

" ' Yes,' said he ; 'it has been foul weather since £ left home.' 

" ' Stop, then, and refresh yourself.' 

" ' I must not stop ; I must reach home to-night, if possible ; 
though I think you must be mistaken in the distance to 
Boston.' 

" He then gave the rcina to his horse, which be restrained with 
difiSculty, and disappeared in a moment. A few days afterward 
I met the man a little this side of Claremont, winding around 
tbe hills in Unity, at the rate, I believe, of twelve miles an 

" Is Peter Bugg his real name, or has he accidentally gained 
that name?" 

" I know not, but presume he will not deny his name ; you 
can ask him — for see, be has turned his horse, and is passing 
this way." 

In a moment a dark-colored, high-spirited horse approached, 
and would have ]>as3ed without stopping ; but I had resolved to 
speak to Peter Bugg, or whoever the man might be. Accord- 
ingly I stepped into the street, and as the horse approached, 1 
made a feint of stopping him. Tlie man immediately reined in 
his horse. "Sir," said 1, "may I be so bold as to inquire if 
you are not Mr. Ruggi — for I think I have seen you before." 

" My name is Peter Rugg," said he : "I bavo unfortunately 
lost my way. I am wet and weary, and will take it kindly of 
you to direct me to Dost<m." 

"You live in Boston, do youl — and in what street I" 

" In Middle Street." 

"When did you leave Bostoni" 

" I cannot tell precisely ; it seems a considerable time." 

"But how did you and your child become so wot 1 It lias 
not rained here to-day.'' 

" It has juat rained a heavy shower up the river. But I shall 
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not reach Boston to-night if I tony. Would yon adviae me to 
take the old road, or the turnpikel " 

" Why, the old road ia one hundred and aeveuteen miles, and 
the turnpike is ninety -seven." 

"How can you eay sol You impose on me! It is wrong 
to trifle with a traveller. You know it is but forty miles from 
Newburyport to Boston." 

" But this ifl not Newburyport ; this is Hartford." 

" Do not deceive mo, sir. Is not this town Newburyport, 
and the river that I have been following the Meirimact" 

" No, sir ; this is Hartford, and the river the Connecticut." 

He wrung his hands and looked incredulous. 

" Have the nrers, too, changed their courses, as the cities 
have changed places 1 But see ! the clouds ara gathering in the 
south, and we shall have a rainy night. Ah, that fatal oath ! " 

He would tarry no longer. His impatient horse leaped ofl", 
his hind flanks rising like wings; he seemed to devour all 
before him, and to scorn all behind. 

I had now, aa I thought, discovered a clew to the history of 
Peter Kugg, and I determined, the next time my business called 
ma to Boston, to make a further inquiry. Soon after, I was 
enabled to collect the following particulars from Mrs. Croft, an 
aged lady in Middle Street, who has resided in Boston during 
the last twenty years. Her narration is this : 

The last summer, a person, just at twilight, stopped at the 
door of the late Mr& Rugg- Mrs. Croft, on coming to the door, 
perceived a stranger, with a child by his side, in an old weather- 
beaten carriage, with a black horse. The stranger asked for Mrs. 
Kugg, and was informed that Mrs. Kugg had died in a good old 
age more than twenty years before that time. 

The stranger replied, " How can you deceive me sot Do ask 
Mrs. Rugg to step to the door." 

" Sir, I assure you Mrs. Rugg has not lived here these nine- 
teen years ; no one lives here hut myself, and my name is 
Betsey Croft." 

The stranger paused, and looked up and down the street, and 
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said : " Though the pointiog U rather faded, this looks like my 

" Yes," said the child ; " that is the stone before the door that 
I used to sit on to eat my btead and milk." 

" But," said the stranger, "it seems to be on the wroi^ side 
of the street. Indeed everything here seems to be misplaced. 
The streets are all changed, the people are all changed, the town 
seems changed ; and, what is strangest of all, Catherine Rugg has 
deHcrted liei husband and child. Pray," continued the stranger, 
" has John Foy come home from seal He went a long voyage; 
he is my kiilsman. If I could see bim, he could give me some 
account of Mrs. Rugy." 

" Sir," said Mrs. Croft, " I never heard of John Foy. Where 
did he live t " 

" Just above here, in Orange Tree Lane," 

" There is no such place in this neighborhood." 

" What do you tell me t Are the streets gone 1 Orange Tree 
Lane is at the head of Hanover Street, near Pemberton's Hill." 

" There is no such lane now." 

" Madam ! you cannot be serious. But you donbtless know 
my brother, William Rugg. He lives in Royal Exchange Lane, 
near King Street." 

*' I know of no such laue, and I am sure there is no such 
street as King Street in this town." 

" No such street as King Street ! Why, woman, you mock 
me I You may as well tell me there is no King George ! How- 
ever, madam, you see I am wet and weary ; I must find a resting- 
place. I will go to Hart's tavem, neat the market." 

"Which market, sir! — for you seem perplexed; we have 
several markets." 

"You know there is but one market, — near the Town dock." 

"Oh, the old market; but no such person has kept there 
these twenty years." 

Here the stranger seemed disconcerted, and uttered to himself 
quite audibly : " Strange mistake! How much this looks like 
the town of Boston 1 It certainly has a great resemblance to 
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it; but I peTC«iTe my miBtake now. Some other Mtb. Bogg, 
some other Middle Street." 

"Theu," said he, "madam, can you direct me to Bostonl" 

" Why, tliia IB lioBton, the city uf Boston. I know of no 
other Boston." 

" City of Boston it may be ; but it is Dot the Boston where 
I live. I recollect now, I came over a bridge iusteoil of a ferry. 
Piay what bridge is that I just came over 1 " 

" It is Charles River Bridge." 

" I perceive my mistake ; there is a fetry between Boston and 
Charleetown ; there is no bridge. All, I perceive my mistake. 




M ARRET- WOKiS. 

If I were in Boston my horse would curry me directly to my 
own door. But my liorse sliuws by liis impatience thiit bo is 
in a strange place. Absurd, that I should have mistaken this 
place for the old town of Boston ! It is a much finer city than 
the town of Boston, It lias been built long since Boston. I 
fancy it must lie at a distance from this city, as the good woman 
seems ignorant of it." 

At these words his Itoisc began to chafe and strike the pave- 
ment with his fore-feet. Thn stranger seemed a little bewildered, 
and said, " Xo home to-night ; " and giving the reins to his horse, 
passed up the street, and I saw no more of him. 
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It was evident that the geuetation to which Peter Ru(^ 
belonged had passed away. 

This was all the account of Peter Rugg I could obtain from 
Mrs. Croft ; but she directed me to an elderly man, Mr. Jamea 
Felt, who lived near her, and who had kept a record of the prin- 
cipal occurrences for the last fifty years. At my request she sent 
for him ; and after 1 hod related to him the object of my inquiry, 
Mr. Felt told me he had known Rugg in his youth ; that his 
disappearance hod caused some surprise; but ss it sometimes 
happens that men run away, sometimes to be rid of others, and 
sometimes to be rid of themselves; and Rugg took his child 
with him, and his own horse and chair ; and as it did not 
appear that any creditors made a stir, — the occurrence soon 
mingled itself in the stream of oblivion, and Rugg and his 
child, horse and chair, were soon forgotten. 

" It is true," said Mr. Felt, " sundry stories grew out of Rugg's 
afiair, — whether true or false I cannot tell ; but stranger things 
have happened in my day, without even a newspaper notice." 

" Sir," said I, " Peter Rugg ia now living ; I have lately seen 
Peter Rugg and his child, horse, and chair. Therefore I pray 
you to relate to me all you know or ever heard of him." 

"Why, my friend," said James Felt, "that Peter Rugg is 
now a living man, I will not deny; but that you have seen 
Peter Rugg and his child is impossible, if you mean a small 
child ; for Jenny Rugg, if living, must he at least — let me see 
— Boston Massacre, 1770 — Jenny Rugg was about ten years 
old. Why, sir, Jenny Rugg, if living, must be more than sixty 
years of age. That Peter Rugg is living, ia highly probable, as 
he was only ten yeais older than myself, and I was only eighty 
last March ; and I am as likely to live twenty years longer as any 
man." 

Here I perceived that Mr. Felt was in his dotage; and I 
despaired of gaining any intelligence from him on which I 
could depend. 

I took my leave of Mrs. Croft, and proceeded to my lodgings 
at the Marlborough Hotel 
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If Peter Rugg, thought I, haa been travelling since the Boston 
HassBcre, there is uo reason why he should not travel to the 
end of time. If the ptesent generation know little of him, the 
next will know leas ; and Peter and hia child will have no hold 
on this world. 

In the course of the evening I related my adventure in 
Middle Street. 

" Ha ! " said one of the company, smiling, " do you really 
think you have seen Pet«r Bugg ) I have heard my grandfather 
speak of him as though he seriously believed his own story." 

" Sit," said I, " piay let ub compare your grandfather's story 
of Mr. Rngg with my own. " 

" Peter Rngg, sir, if my grandfather was worthy of credit, 
once lived in Middle Street, in this city. He was a man in 
comfortable circumstances, had a wife and one daughter, and 
was generrJly esteemed for his sober life and manners. But, 
unhappily, hia temper at times was altogether ungovernable ; 
and then his language was terrible. In these fits of passion, 
if a door stood in his way, he would never do leas than kick 
a panel through. He would sometimes throw bis heels over 
hia head and come down on his feet, uttering oaths in a circle; 
and thus in a r^e he was the first who performed a somerset, 
and did what othora have since learned to do for merriment and 
money. Once Rugg was seen to bite a t«npenDy nail in halves. 
In those days everybody, both men and boys, wore wigs ; and 
Peter, at these moments of violent passion, wonld hecoujo so 
profane that his wig would rise up from hia head. Some said 
it was on account of his terrible language ; others accounted 
for it in a more philosophical way, and said it was caused by 
the expansion of his scalp, — as violent passion, we know, will 
swell the veins and expand the head. While these fits were 
on him Eugg had no respect for heaven or earth. Except this 
infirmity, all agreed that Rugg was a good sort of man ; for 
when hia fits were over, nobody ivas so ready to commend a 
placid temper aa Peter. 

" It was late in autumn, one morning, that Bugg, in his own 
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chair, with a fine large bay borso, took tiis daughter and pro- 
ceeded to Concord. On hia return a violent storm overtook 
him. At dark lie stopped in Meiiotomy, now West Cambridge, 
at the door of a Mr, Cutter, a friend of his, who urged iiim 
to tarry the night. On Kugg's declining to stop, Mr. Cutter 
urged him vehemently, ' Why, Mr. Rugg,' said Cutter, ' the 
atorm is overwhelming you ; the night is exceeding dark : your 
little daughter will perieh : you are in an open chair, and the 
tempest id increasing.' ' Let tlie ttorm increau,' said Kugg, with 
a fearful oath ; ' / wUl lee home lo-niglU, in fpiU of tlie last («»- 
pat, or may / nnwr see home I' At these wortb he gave hia 
whip to his high-spirited horee, and disappeared in 




But Peter Rugg did not reach home that night, or the next ; 
nor, when he became a missing man, could he ever be traced 
beyond Mr. Cutter's in Menotomy. 

" For a long time after, on every dark and stormy night, the 
wife ijf Peter -Rugg would fanuy she heard the crank of a whip, 
and the fleet tread of a hotse, and the rattling of a carriage 
passing her door. The neighbors, too, heard the same noises ; 
and some said they knew it waa Rugg's horse, the tread ou 
the pavement was perfectly familiar to them. This occurred so 
repeatedly, that at length the neighbors watched with lanterns, 
and saw the real Peter Rugg, with his own horse and chair, 
and child sitting lieside him, puss directly before his own door, 
hia heail turned towaiil his house, and himself making every 
effort to stop his horse, but in vaiu. 
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" The next day the friends of Mrs. Eugg exerted themselves 
to find her husband and child. They inquired at every publio 
boose snd stable in town ; but it did not appear that Kugg 
made any stay in £oston. Ko one, after Uugg had i>assed his 
own door, could give any account of him ; though it was asserted 
by some that the clatter of Eugg's horee and carriage over the 
pavements shook the houees on both aides of the streets. And 
this is ci«dible, if indeed Eugg's horse and carriage did pass on 
that night For at this day, in many of the streets, a loaded 
truck or team in passing will shake the houses like an earth- 
quake. However, Eugg's neighbors never afterward watched ; 
some of them treated it all as a delusion, and thought no more 
of it Others, of a different opinion, shook their heads end said 
nothing. 

" Thus Eugg and his child, horse and chair, were soon for- 
gotten, and probably many in the neighborhood never beard a 
word on the subject 

"There was, indeed, a rumor that Eugg afterward was seen 
in Connecticut, between Suffield and Ilartford, passing through 
the country with headlong speed. This gave occasion to Eugg's 
friends to make further inquiry. But the more they inquired, 
the more they were baffled. If they heard of Eugg one day in 
Connecticut, the nest they heard of him winding round tlic 
hills in New Hampshire ; and soon after, a man in a chair witli 
a small' child, exactly answering the description of Peter Eugg, 
would he seen in Rhode Island inquiring the way to Boston. 

" But that which chiefly gave a color of mystery to the story 
of Peter Rugg was the Affair at Charlestown Bridge, The toll- 
gatherer asserted that sometimes on the darkest and moat stormy 
nights, when no object could be discerned, about the time Eugg 
was missing, a horse and wheel carriage, with a noise equal to 
a troop, would at midnight, in utter contempt of the rates of 
toll, pass over the bridge. This occurred so frequently, that 
the toll-gatherer resolved to attempt a discovery. Soon after, 
at the usual time, apparently the same horse and carri^e 
approached the bridge from Charlestown Square. The toll- 
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gatherer, prapaied, took his stand as near the middle of the 
bridge as be daied, with a laige three-legged stool in his hand. 
As the appearance passed, he threw tlie stool at the hoise, but 
heard nothing, except the noise of the stool skipping across the 
bridge. The toll-gatherer, on the next day, asserted that the 
stool went directly through the body of the horse ; and be per- 
sisted in that belief ever after. Whether Eugg, or whoever the 
person was, ever passed tbe bridge again, the toll^atherer would 
never tell ; and when questioned, seemed anxious to waive the 
subject. And thus Peter Eu^ and his child, horse and ca> 
riage, remain a mystery to this day." 

This, sir, b all that I could leam of Peter £ugg in Boston. 



A LEGEND OF THE OLD ELM. 

BY ISAAC McLELLAN, Jb. 

MIKE WILD was a substantial grocer, and flourished in 
the good old days of Itoaton. He has for many yeara 
been peacefully gathered to his fathers, as a small gray tablet, 
very much defaced by the hand of time and the idle schoolboy, 
will testify. This memorial of Mr. "Wild's mortality may be 
seen by the curious antiquary in the Old Granary Churchyard, 
bearing a pitby inscription, which denotes the years and days of 
Mike's mortal career, and is disfigured by the customary cherub 
and seraph of churchyard sculpture. 

Mike was known to be a hard man, miserly and penurious ; 
but it was never clearly ]jroved that he was dishonest. If his 
crafty and calculating spirit could <Uscriminate nicely between 
a sure and a doubtful speculation, it could determine with equal 
accuracy how far to overreach his neighbor, and yet escape the 
hazard of becoming obnoxious to the charge of fraud. But he 
valued himself most upon his shrewdness and caution, profess- 
ing to hold in utter contempt the folly of credulity ; and when 
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be lead or heard of any impoaitioa practiEed upon his neigh- 
1x118, be used to aay ; " Folks muet be up betimes to overreach 
Mike WUd." 

One atormy evening, about the cloae of the autumn of 1776, 
Mike was epjoying his customary household comforts, his can 
and pipe, in the little back parlor of his dwelling, Number — , 
North End, being the boose next to that occupied by Mr. 
Peter Rugg, famous in stoiy. The night was dark without as 
the " throat of the black wolf," and ae turbulent as tliat animal 
when a long snow-storm upon the hills lias driven him mail 
with &mine. 

This obacure chamber was the theatre of his earthly felicity. 
It was here that he counted over his accumulating gains, with 
every returning night ; indulged in the precious remembrance 
of past success, and rioted in the golden visions of future pros- 
perity. Therefore with this room were associated all the pleas- 
ing recollections of his life. 

It was the only green spot in his memory, — the refreeliing 
oasis in the barren desert of his affections. It was there alone 
that the solitary gleam of consolation touched and melted the 
ice of his soul. It was natural, then, considering his selfish 
nature, that he should keep it sacred and inviolate. The foot 
of wife or child was never permitted to invade this sanctum. 
Such approach on their part would have been deemed high 
treason, and punished as such without "benefit of clergy." 
Such intrusion by a neighbor would have been deemed a decla- 
ration of hostilities, and would have been warmly repelled. It 
were, indeed, safer to haV^ bearded the lion in his den or the 
puissant Douglas in hie hall ; for Mike possessed all those phys- 
ical virtues which can keep the head from liarm, if at any time 
the absence of better qualities provoke assault. 

The besom of the thrifty housewife never disturbed the ven- 
erable dust and cobwebs that supplied its only tapestry. From 
generation to generation the spider had reigned unmolested in 
the comeie and crevices of the wall ; and so long had the terri- 
tory been held and transmitted from sire to son, that if a title 
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by preacription could evur avail against the practical argumenl 
of tlie bruum, there was little fear of a process of ejectment. 

Ab the old lamp at the gate oreakeii dismally, and the crazy 
shutters of his chamber rattled still more noisily in the ^rind, 
the mercury of Mike's spirits rose hiyher, — a physical pheiiom- 
euoD not easily explained. Perbaps, as the elemental war grew 
sharper, his own nature grew more benign in the conactoUBneaa 
that a Becure shelter was interposed between his own head and 
the elements. 

Hie last drops 
of good 111! nor 
bad disappeared 
from Mike's sil- 
ver tankard, the 
last wavering 
wreath of smoke 
had dissolved in 
the air, and the 
dull embers .of 
his hearth were 
fast dying away 
in the white ash- 
es, when Mike, 

upon raising his cusise, itts. 

eyes suddenly, 

was much startled to observe that he had comiHiny in his solitude. 
He rubbed his eyes and shook himitelf, to ascertain bis personal 
identity ; but still the large, strong figure of a man was seated in 
the old leather chair directly opposite to him. Whence he came, 
by what means he liod entered, what ivore his purposes, were 
myateriea too deep for Mike's faculties at that time to fathom. 
There Ar sal, however, motionless as a statue, with hia arms 
folded, and a ]tair of large, lustrous black eyes fastened full 
upon him. There was a i;omplete fascination in that glance, 
which sent a thrill through bis whole fmmo, and held him as 
with on iron chain to his chair. 
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Mike, like a good general, eoon rallied his routed faculties, 
reanimated his fugitive thoughts, and resolved, though posset- 
ing a fjftint heart, to show a bold front, — a cheat often prac- 
tised by better tacticians. He thereupon plucked u[) heroism, 
and soon ascertained that his visitor was of very affable and 
benignant bearing. 

He communicated his business briefly, in which virtue of 
brevity we shall condescend to be an imitator. He revealed 
that he was indeed of unearthly nature, — a disembodied spirit, 
and that during his earthly sojourn be bad secreted a most 
precious treasure, which had been unlawfully acquired, under 
the Old Elm Tree in the centre of the Common. Ho could not 
rest quietly in the grave until he had imparted the secret to 
some human being ; and as Mike was a man after his own heart, 
he had selected him as the object of his bounty. Mike thanked 
him sincerely for the complicnent and kindness, and promised 
to go forth without duluy in search of the treasure. He sallied 
forth vith his "spiritual guide," his mind •intoxicated with the 
thought of the heavy ingots, and the bars of gold, and the rich 
foreign coin which he believed would be shortly his own. The 
night was black and rainy ; the scattered sleet swept furiously 
along the streets, pursued by the screaming wind ; but the 
wrath of the elements was disarmed by the glorious vision of 
riches ami honor which possessed him. 

They arrived at length, after much wading and tribulation, 
at the Old Elm, now the trysting-jilace of young people on the 
days of Election festivity. In those days it was sometinies 
used as a gallows, for want of a better ; and it is said, at this 
very day, that on dark and tempestuous nights the ghosts of 
those who perished on its branches are seen swinging and heard 
creaking in the wind, still struggling in tlie last throe and 
torment of dissolution, in expiation of crimes committed long 
ago. 

When Mike paused at the roots of the old tree, he requested 
his guide to designate the particular spot that contained the 
treasure ; hut receiviug no response to this very natural inquiry. 
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he looketl round and saw thikt fats genius had vanished *' into 
the air," probably like Macbeth's witches. He was not to be 
disheartened or daunted, however ; so he resolutely commenced 
delving, witli the zeal of an ardent inoiiey- 
digger. He turned up many a good rood 
of soil without meeting the precioas ore, 
when his feare got the better of his dis- 
cretion, and hia fauty Itisily peopled lUe 
obscure tops and limbs of tlie old tree with 
all manner of grotes'iue shapes and tpb 
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bering moustere, and he fancied that the evil spirits of de- 
parted malefactors were celebrating their festival oigisB, and 
making merry with their infernal dances arouiid hiuj. 
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Hia fear bad increased to agony. The apade dropped from 
bis powerless hand, hia hair brntled with terror, and his great 
eyes nearly leaped irom his head in bis endeavor to penetrat« 
the gloom that anirounded him. Once more bis mysterious 
guide stood before him ; but one glance of his awfully all«rcd 
iace completed the climax of his fright. Those large black, 
lustrous eyes now kindled like two balls of flame ; and as their 
flendish lustre glared upon him, he shrank back aa from a 
scoiching flame. A nose, enormous and rubicund as the car- 
buncle of the East, protruded many a rood from the face of 
bis evil spirit, and immense whiskers, rough aud shaggy as the 
lion's mane, flowed around his visage. The gold-monster con- 
tinued to &own upon him fearfully, till at length the bewildered 
eyes of Mike could look no longer, and he fell to the earth 
utterly senaeleaa. 

When Mike awoke, the morning sun was looking cheerfully 
into his own chamber window, and the birds that make merty 
in every bright summer morning were singing gayly on the 
houso-eavea above his head. He rubbed hia eyea in astonish- 
ment, and was in doubt whether he had not lost his senses, or 
whether the visitor, the money, the walk of midnight, and the 
horrible goblin, were not all the mere creations of a ilriMtm. 

While lost in these doubts and difficultiea, a neighbor oppor- 
tunely stepped in, to whom he related the whole scene, adding 
at the same time auitable embellish uienta to the appearance of 
the fiend-like apparition which bad haunted him. 

His friend heard him for some time expatiate on the miracu- 
loua adventure, but at length covild preserve his gravity no 
longer, and burst forth in a loud ha ! ha '. ha ! When he had 
recovered sufficient breath to articulate, he confessed to the 
electrified Mike that hia visitor waa no other than himself, and 
that he had practised the hoax in order to decide a wager with 
mine boat of the Boar's Head, who had bet a dozen of his 
choicest bin that no one could get the better of shrewd Mike 
Wild of the North End. 
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ROXBURY PUDDING-STONE. 



IN those pleasaDt auburban districts of Boston that were 
foimerly the towns of lioxbury 
and Dorchester, the rock everywhere 
Been in the roadside walls and 
outcropping ledges is the very curi- 
ous conglomerate familiarly known 
as pndding-stone ; so called, no 
doubt, on account of the pebbles 
that are imbedded so solidly within 
the cooled moss as now to form a 
part of it. Rejecting all scientific 

hypotheses in favor of a legend, i, ' /O^^j]' 

the genial Dr. Holmes accounts for vMl[ k, A /, vt. jA^ 
the geological phenomenon in his ^^ mile-st'ohe. 

own felicitous way in the "Dorches- 
ter Giant," thus enabling us to conclude our historical piecus 
with the customary geological description. 
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THE DORCHESTER GIANT. 

OLIVER WENDELL HOLUES. 

There was a Qiant in time of old, 

A miglity one was he ; 
He had a wife, but she was a scold. 
So he kept her shut in bis mammoth fold ; 

And he bad children three. 



Then the Giant took bis children three, 

And fastened them in the pen ; 
The children roared ; quoth the Qiant, "Be still!" 
And Dorchester Heights and Milton Hill 

Boiled back the sound again. 
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Then he brought them a pudding etuffed with plimu, 

Ab big ae the Sbite-House dome ; 
Quoth he, " There 'a something for you to eat ; 
So atop your mouths with your lection treat, 

And wait till your dad cornea home," 



What an those loved ones doing now, 

The wife and children md 7 
Oh, they are in a terrible nmt. 
Screaming and throwing their pudding aboati 

Acting OS they were mad. 

They flung it over to Boxbnry hilla, 

They flung it over the plain. 
And all over Milton and Dorchester too. 
Great lumps of pudding the giants threw, 

They tumbled as thick as tain. 

And if, some pleasant afternoon. 

You 11 ask me out to ride, 
The whole of the story 1 will tell. 
And you may see where the puddings fell. 

And pay for the punch beside. 
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THE WASHINGTON ELM. 



THIS patriarch among treea is one of those perisfaabk his- 
toric objects we can still point to with a feelin){ of satis- 
fiKtion that it continues in the eDJojment of a vigorous old age. 
Long live the Washington Elm ! It has survived the renowned 
Charter Oak, it outlives its venerated neighbor, the Boston Elm ; 
and, though much shattered " alow- asd aloft," it bida &ir to 
round the century with head proudly erect, as the living link 
joining the settlement of the country with the era of its greatest 
prosperity. 

The historic elm-tree stands in the public highway, by the 
side of the Common, in the city of Cambridge. The Common 
was the training-field of the 6rst republican army, formed almost 
as if by magic, in the years '75 and 76, of glorious memory. 
Beyond the ohn of rennwn, on the other side, are the quaint 
old College buildings, which then served as barracks for this 
army ; while scattered round about the neighborhood are muiiy 
of the residences that the chances of war turned into quartent 
for the officers when they were vacated in a hurry by their 
Tory owners. So that many vestiges of those stirring times 
remain to attract the visitor to one of the most historic places 
of the Commonwealth. 

Many pilgrims wend their way to the spot where the massive 
old tree-trunk — the Washington Kim — shakes out its annual 
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foliagfi, that is like the ivy clinging nnd cliiatertDg about a min. 
As n tree, it would be sure to connnand atteiitiiai on account ai 
itB apparent great ago ; but it is something more Lhnn a tree. 
Silent witness to all the scenes that have been enacted here 
sinco the vhite men iirst forced their way throagh the thicketa 
covering the surrounding plain, it is as much an object of ven- 
eration to the citifens aa if it were really able to impart what 
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it had Been. May its shadow never be less 1 It saw the nms- 
lering of the mw Provincial levies for the seven years' mari'h 
to Yorktown ; it has been blackened by cannon-smoke, has seen 
the glittering circle of camp-Rres lighting the long lino of an 
investing urmy stcmlily tightening its coils about the beleaguered 
capital. But one thing, above others, invests it with a jrrandenr 
inseparable from him who was the noblest Roman i<{ them all. 



THE WA8HINGT0M ELM. 



The inscription placed at the base of the tree tells the whule 
story ; to this it is unnecessary to add a aingle word : 



THE WASHINGTON ELM. 

HRS. L. N. BIOOURNET. 

WoBDB ! words, Old Tree ! Tboti haet nn aspect fair, 
A vigorous bearl, a benven-aspiring crest ; 

And sleepless mumorlM of the days that were, 
Lodge in thy branches, like the song-bird's nest. 

Words ! give us words 1 Methought a gathering Uast 
Mid its green leaves began to miirmur low, 

Shaping its utterance to the mighty Past, 
That backward came, on pinions floating slow : 

" The ancient mastets of the soil 1 knew. 

Whose cane-roofed wigwauis flecked the forest-brown ; 
Their hunter-fool steps swept the early dew, 

And their keen arrow struck the eagle down. 

" I heard the bleak December tempest moan 
Wbeii the tossed ' Mayflower' moored in Plymouth JIa] 

And watched yon classic walls as, stone by slone. 
The fathers reared them slowly towaid the day. 

" But lo ! a mighty Chieftain 'neath my shade 
Drew his bright sword and reared his dauntless head ; 

And Liberty sprang forth from rock and glade, 
And donucd her helmet for the hour of dread : 
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While in the hero's heart then dwelt a prayer 
That HeaveD'a protecting arm might never ceaK 

To luake hia young, endangered land its care, 
Till through the war-cloud looked the angel Peace. 

"Be wise, my children," Boid that ancient Tree, 
In earnest tone, as though a Mnutor spake, 

" And prize the blood-bonght birthright of the free, 
And firmly guard it for your country's sake." 

Thanks, thanks. Old Elm ! and for this counsel sage, 
May Heaven thy brow with added beauty gmce. 

Grant richer emeralds to thy crown of age. 
And changeless honors from a future race. 



THE WASHINGTON ELM. 

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. 

Beneath our connecrated elm 

A century ag» he stood, 

Famed vaguely for thnt old fight in the wood 

Whose red surge sought, but could not overwhelm 

The life foredoomed to wield our rough-hewn helm : ' 

From colleges, where now the gown 

To arms had yielded, from the town. 

Our rude self-summoned levies flocked to see 

The new'come chiefe, and wonder which was he. 

No need to (luestion long ; close-lipped aud tall. 

Long trained in murder-brooding forests lone 

To bridle others' clamors and his own. 

Firmly erect, he towered above them all. 

The incarnate discipline that was to free 

With iron curb that armed democracy. 

Musing beneath the l^endary tree. 

The years between furl off ; I seem to see 

The sun-flecks, shaken the stirred foliage thioughf 

Dapple with gold his sober buff and blue. 
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And weave prophetic aureole« Tountl the heud 

That shiues our beacon now, nor darkena with the dead. 

man of nilent mood, 

A stranger amoug siraugera then, 

How urt thou eince renowned the Qreat, the Qood, 

FaTuiiiur as the dayin all the homes of men ! 

The winged yeare, that winnow praise aud lilame, 

Blow many mimes out ; they but fan to flame 

The Belf-Tenewing Bplendon or thy fame. 



THE LAST OF THE HIGHWAYMEN. 

MICHAEL MARTIN, aliai Captain Lightfoot, after a 
checkered career in Ireland, his Dative country, and 
in Scotlaud, aa a hi<,'hway robber, became in 1S19 a fugitive tu 
America. He liret landed at yalem, where he obtained employ- 
ment as a furm-laborer. But a life of honest toil not being so 
congenial to him oe that of a buudlt, he i^in took to his old 
occupation on the road, thi» time making Cauadu the ecene of 
hia exploits. 

After committing many lobberies there and in Vermont and 
New Hamyishire, and always eluding capture, Martin at length 
arrived in Boston. He at once began his bold operations upon 
the highway ; but here hie usual good luck deserted him. His 
fintt and last victim was Major John Bray, of Boston. Martin 
had somehow found out that His Excellency Governor Brooks 
int«nded living a dinner-party at his mansion in Medford on a 
ceriain afternoon, and he had determined to waylay some of 
the company on their return, shrewdly gnessing that they might 
be well worth the picking. In fact, aa Major Bray was driving 
leisurely homeward in his chuse over the Medford tnmplke, he 
was snddenly stopped by a masked horseman, who presented a 
pistol and sternly commanded him to deliver np his valuables. 
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The place was a londy one, and well choaen for the robber's pur- 
pose. The astounded Major handed over hia' watch and Uis 
puise. Having secured bis booty, tbe highwayman wheeled his 
hoise, gave bim the spur, and galloped off; while his frightened 
ard crestfallen victim, lashing his horse to a run, raised a huiv 
and-cry at the nearest house. 

Martin fied. He was hotly pursued, and was taken, after a 
chase of a hundred miles, asleep in bed at Springfield. The 
officers brought him back, and lodged him in East Cambridge 
jail to await his trial. He was tried at the next assizee for 
highway robbery, was convicted, and sentenced to be hanged. 
This being the first trial occumng under the statute punish- 
ing such an offence, it naturally created a great deal of stir, aud 
when the prisoner was brought to the bar, the court-room was 
thronged with curious spectators. Throughout the proceedings 
the prisoner was perfectly cooL Aa the pupil of the celebrated 
Ttmnderbolt, he had a reputation to maintaiu ; and when the 
judge, putting on the black cap, pronounced the awful sentence 
of death, he dryly observed : " Well, that 's the worst you can do 

The doomed man, however, made one desperate effort to 
escape from prison. He had found some way to procure a hie, 
with which he filed off his irons so that he coul<t remove them 
whenever he liked ; and when the turukey one morning cnnie 
into the cell, he being off hia guard, tlie prisoner, using his irons 
as a weapon, felled him to the ground with a savage blow on 
the head, and leaving him stunned aud bleeding upon the llour 
of the cell, rushed out of the open door into the prison-yanl. 
The outer walls were too high to he scaled, and free iwissaf^e 
into the street was barred by a massive onkeii gate. But this did 
not stop the resolute highwayman, who was a man of lierculean 
strength. Dashing himself repeatedly, with all his force, against 
it, he at last succeeded in breaking the gate open, and passing 
quickly through, he emerged into the street beyond ; but being 
exhausted by his fmntic efforts to escape, after a short flight 
his pursuers overtook and secured him. He was loaded with 
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irons and chained to his cell. After this desperate attempt to 
gain his liberty, fae was guarded with greater vigilance until the 
day appointed for his execution, when the " Last of the High- 
waymen" paid the penalty of bis crimes upon the scaffold. 



THE ELIOT OAK. 

IN that part of Boston formerly constituting the town of 
Brighton, and still farther back forming a precinct of Cam- 
hi'idge, there is a pleasant locality called Oak Square. It was 
ao named on account of the old oak-tree which stood there, 
and which is probably better known as the Eliot Oak. 

This gisjantic relic of the primeval forest was in its day the 
largest and the oldest tree of its species growing witbin the four 
boundaries of the old Bay State, and it was officially declared 
to be ao by a scientific commission which was charged with 
making a botanical survey of the State. The declaration is 
made that " It had probably passed its prime centuries before 
the first English voice was heard on the shores of Massachusetts 
Bay." Its circumference at the. ground was given at twenty- 
five feet and nine inches, or two feet more than that of the 
Great Elm of Boston. Through decay the trunk became hollow 
at the base, furnishing a cavity large enough to serve as a hid- 
ing-place for the schoolboys who played under the shade of ita 
wide-spreading branches. The enormous weight of these, with 
their foliage, was at last siipimrted by a mere shell of trunk, 
and as every gale threatenc<1 tn lay it low, to the regret of thou- 
sands, the brave old oak was through a hard necessity compelled 
to bite the duaL By an order of the town it was cut down in 
May, 1855. 

A little west of this tree was the former site of the wigwam 
of Walian, Chief of the Nonantunis, and he must often hove 
rested under its generous shade. The old Indian trail extended 
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Jxom this tree aortheaat to the Charles Kiver, connecting the 
Bettlement here with the Colleges at Old Cunibridge. 

Tradition saye that the Apostle Eliot of glorious memory 
preached to the Indians here under this oak. We ara amazed 
to think of it as then being — near two centuiiee and a half ago 
— ill its vigorous maturity. This is the incident which the 
poet Longfellow embalms in his sonnet, the scene beii^, how- 
ever, transferred to Ifatick, Massachnsetts, where these Indians, 
by the advice of Kliot, founded one of their Praying Towns, 
and adopted the custems of civilized life. 



ELIOT'S OAK 

H. W. LOirOFKLLOW. 

Thoc ancient oak! whose myriad leaves are loud 
With sounda of anintelligible speech, 
Sounds an of surges on a Rhiogly beach, 
Or multitudinous murmurB of a crowd ; 

With some mysterioua gift of tongues endowed. 
Thou speakest a different dialect to each ; 
To me a language that no man can teach, 
Of a lost race, long vanished like a cloud. 

Foe underneath thy shade, in days remote. 
Seated bke Abraham at eventide 
Beneath Ihe oaks of Msmre, the unknown 

Apostle of ihe Indians, Eliot, wrote 
His Bible in a language that hath died 
And is forgotten, save by thee alone. 
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LYNN AND NAHANT LEGENDS. 



THE rivid and life-like description of the coaet scenery of 
ancient Saugus, borrowed from " The Bridal of Penna- 
eook," is a moet titting introduction to onr legends; for nowhere 
could a wilder or more romantic region, or one embodying more 
striking natural traits, prepare the mind for receiving those weitd 
tales which so truly present to it the superstitious side of old 
New England life. 

A wild Hiiil broken landscape, spiked with firs, 
Rougheoirtg the bleak horizon's northern edge, 

Steep, cavemoUB hillsides, where block hHiulock xpura 
And sharp, gray splinters of the wind-swept kdge 

Pierced the thin-glazed ice, or bristling rose, 

Where the cold rim of the sky sunk down upon the snows- 

And eastwanl cold, wide morsheit strelched away, 

Dull dreary flatx without a bush or tree, 
Cer-crosseil by icy creeks, where twice a day 

Gurgled the waters of the mcion-struck sea ; 
And faint with distance amie the stiRed roar, 
The mebncholy lapse of waves on that low shore. 
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THE BRIDAL OF PENNACOOK. 



IN the " Bridal of Ponnacook," Mr. Whittier, who ia himsolf 
at once the product and the poet of tliii rumantlc coast, 
tells us that he chanced upon the motive of the poem while 
poring over 

An old dironicle of border tun 
And lodiau history. 

Tliia waa undoubtedly Thomas Morton's "New English Ca- 
naan,"— a book wliich the Puritaus- indignantly denominated 
"scandalous," and for which they imprisoned the author a 
whole year, then dismissing him with a line. But aside from its 
merciless ridicule of tlieni and their ways, its value as " Indian 
history " is duly certilied hy most competent judpeB, one of 
whom says that Mortfiu'a deacriptiun of the Indians " is su- 
perior to that of most authors before his time ; and though ho 
sometimes indulges his imagination, yet this part of his work is 
of exceeding great value to inquirers about the primitive inhabi- 
tants of New England." 

. The poet goes on to relate, that among the ill-assorted collec- 
tion of books forming his landlorvl's library he found this old 
chronicle, wherein he read, — 

A Btory of the marriage of the Cliief 
Of Siiugua to the dusky WccUmoo, 
Daughter of raasai-onaway, who dwelt 
In the old time upon the Merrimack. 

This is the story as it is relateit by Morton. Winnepurkit, 
the son of Nanapashemet, op the New Moon, was the Sagamore of 
Saugus, Naumkeag, and Massabequash, — now known as Saugtis, 
Lynn, Salem, end Marblehead. When he came to man's estate 
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thia young sftchem, who was both vahant and of noblo Llood, 
uiadu choice for his wife of the daughter of Piissaconawny, the 
great chieftain of tbo tribes iuliabiting the valley of the Meni- 
iiiuclt. Not only waa Paasaconaway a mighty chief in war or 
peace, but he waa also the greatufit powow, or wimri!, of whum 




AS INDIAN PUIS CESS. 



hare any account. Indeed the po^rere attributed to him by 
the English c«loniala would olmoat surpass beliei^ were tbey not 
fully vouched for by the k-arued and reverend chroniclers of that_ 
day, who gravely assert that so skilled was he in the arts of 
necromancy, that he could cause a groen leaf to grow in winter, 
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trees to dunce, water to burn, aod the like marvela to appear in 
the course of his myatical invocatioua. 

With the consent and good Hkiug of tbie redoubtable eaga- 
more, Winuepurkit wooed and married the daughter of Fassa- 
conaway. Bountiful was the entertainment that he and his 
attendants received at her father's handa, according to the cus- 
tom of bis people when celebrating an event of this kind, and 
such as suited the exalted rank of the bride and groom. 
Feasting and revelry succeeded, or rather they made a part of 
the marriage eolemnitiea, as with all ancient peoples. Thn cere- 
monies being over, Passaconaway caused a select number of his 
bravee to escort his daughter into the territories belonging to her 
lord and husband, where being safely come, they were, in a like 
manner, most hospitably entertained by Winnepurkit and his 
men, and when they were ready to depart, were generously 
rewarded with gifts for their loving care and service. 

Not long afterward the newly wedded princess was seized with 
a passionate longing to revisit once again her native country, and 
to behold once more the face of the mighty chief, her father. 
Her lord listened to her prayer, which seemed reasonable enough, 
and he therefore, in all love and kindness for her welfare, chose 
a picked body from among his most trusted warriors to conduct 
his lady to her father, to whom they with great respect presently 
brought her safe and sound ; and then, after being gmcioualy 
received and as graciously dismissed, they returned to give an 
account of their errand, leaving their princess to continue among 
her friends at her own good will and pleasure. After some stay 
in her old home by the beautiful mountain river, the lady signi- 
fied her desire to go back to her husband again, upon which Poa- 
saconaway sent an embassy to Winnepurkit with order to notify 
him of this wish on her part, and to request tJiat the Sachem 
of Saugiis, his son-in-law, might at once despatcl) a suitable 
guard to escort bis wife back through the wilderness to her homo. 
But Winnepurkit, strictly standing for his honor and reputation 
as a chief, bade the messengers to carry his father-in-law this 
answer : " That when bis wife departed from bim, he caused 
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his owu men to wait upon her to her father's territories, as did 
become him ; but now that she had an intent to return, it did 
become her father to send her back with a convoy of his own 
people J and that it stood not with Winnepurkit's reputation 
either to make himself or his men so servile as to fetch her 

Thereupon the old sachem, Fassaconaway, was much incensed 
at having this curt answer returned to him by one whom he 
considered at most only a petty chief and a vassal ^ and being 
moreover sadly nettled to think that his son-in-law should pre- 
tend to ^ve him, Passaconaway, a lesson in good-breeding, or 
did not esteem him more highly than to make this a matter for 
negotiation, sent back this sharp reply : " That his dai^bter's 
blood and birth deserved more respect than to be slighted in 
such a manner, and therefore if he (Winnepurkit) would have 
her company, he were best to send or come for her." 

The young sachem, not being willing to undervalue himself, 
and being withal a man of stout spirit, did not hesitate t)o tell 
his indignant father-in-law that he must either send his daughter 
home in charge of his own escort, or else he might keep her ; 
since Winnepurkit was, for his own part, fully determined not 
to stoop so low. 

As neither would yield, the poor princess remained with her 
father, — at least until Morton, the narrator, left the country; 
but she is supposed to have finally rejoined her haughty spouse, 
though in what way does not appear in the later relation before 
us. She was no true woman, however, if she failed to discover 
a means to soften the proud heart of Winnepurkit, who after 
ail was perhaps only too ready to accord to her tears and her 
entreaties what he had so loftily refused at the instigation of a 
punctiliousness that was worthy of the days of chivalry. 

The poet has made a most felicitous use of this story, into 
which are introduced some descriptions of the scenery of the 
Merrimack of exceeding beauty and grace. The poem has, 
however, a more dmmatic ending than the prose-tale we have 
just given. In the poem the heart-broken and deserted bride of 
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Penuncook at last detomiines to brave the perils of the swollen 
and turbid Memmack alone, to seek the wigwam of her duaky 
husband. Stealing awa/ from her companions, she launches 
her frail canoe upon the bosom of the torrent, and is instiuitly 
swept by it, — 

Down the vexed centre of that msbing tide, 
The thick huge ice-blocks threatening either side, 
The foam-white rocks of Anioskeag in view. 
With arrowy swiftness — 



Down the white rapids like a sere leaf whirled, 

On the sharp rocks and piled-up ices hurled. 

Empty and broken, circled the canoe 

In the vexed pool below — but where was 

Weetamoo? 



THE PIRATES' GLEN. 

THE year 1C58 was signalized in Now England by a great 
earthquake, which ia mentioned in some of the old chron- 
icles. Connected with this convulsion, which in the olden 
time was regarded as a most signal mark of the displeasure of 
Heaven, b the following story. There are, it should be said, 
two or three circumstances, or rather facts, giving to this legend 
a color of authenticity, which are of themselves sufbcient to 
create a doubt whether, after all, it has not a more substantial 
foundation than has generally been conceded to it. We will- 
ingly give it the benefit of this doubt ; meanwhile contenting 
ourselves with the statement that its first appearance in print, 
so far as known to the writer, was in Lewis's "History of Lynn." 
But here is the legend in all its purity. 
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Some time pierious to the great eaittiquake, in the twilight 
of a pleasant evening on the coast, a Bmall bark was seen to 
approach the shore, furl her sails, and drop her anchor near the 
mouth of Saugus River. A boat was presently lowered from 
her side, which four men got into apd rowed silently up the 
river to where it enters the hills, when they landed, and plunged 
into the woods skirting the banks. These movements had been 
noticed by only a few individuals ; but in those early times, 
when the people were surrounded by dangets and wore easily 
alarmed, such an incident was well calculated to awaken sus- 
picion, so that in the course of the evening the intelligence had 
spread from house to house, and many were the conjectures 
respecting the strangers' business. In the morning all eyes 
were naturally directed toward the shore, in search of the 
stranger- vessel : but she was no longer there, and no trace 
either of her or of her singular crew could be found. It was af- 
terward learned, however, that on the morning of the vessel's 
disappearance a workman, upon going to his daily task at the 
Forge, on the river's bank, had found a paper running to the 
effect that if a certain quantity of shackles, handcuffs, and other 
articles named were made, and with secrecy deposited in a cer- 
tain place in the woods, which was particulai'ly described, an 
amount of silver equal to their full value would be found in 
their st«ad. The manacles were duly made and secreted, in 
conformity with the strange directions. On the following 
morning they had been taken away, and the money left accord- 
ing to the letter of the promise ; but not witb standing the fact 
that a strict watch had been kept, no sign of a vessel could be 
discovered in the offlng. Some months later than this event, 
which had furnished a fruitful theme for the village gossips, 
the four men returned, and selected one of the most secluded 
and romantic spots in the woods of Saugus for their abode ; and 
the tale has been further embellished to the effect that the 
pinite chief brought with him a beautiful woman. The place 
of their retreat was a deep and narrow valley, shut in on two 
sides by craggy, precipitous rocks, and screened on the others 
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by a thick growth of pinea, hemlocks, and cedars. There was 
only one email spot to whicli the mya of the noonday sun could 
penetrate. Upon climbing the ruiie and nearly peri>en(litular 
Bteep of the cliff on the eaatero aide of this glen, the eye com- 
manded a noble expanse of sea stretching far to the south, be- 
sides a wide extent of the aiiTroundin^ country. No apot on 
the coast could have been better choaeu for the double purpose 
of concealment and observation. Even at this day, when the 
neighhorhood has become thickly peopled, it is still a louely 
and desolate place, whose gloomy recesses are comparatively 
unknown and unvisited. Here the pirates built themselves a 
small hut, made a garden, and dug a well, of which uome truces 
still remain. It is supposed that they also buried money here, 
and search has been made for it at various times, hut none lias 
ever been found ; and to deepen the mystery, it is said that the 
pirate's mistress, who is described as very pale and beautiful, 
having sickened and died, was buried here iii an unknown grave, 
under the thick shade of the pines. ARici a time the reti'oat of 
the pirates became noised about. They were traced, to their gleu. 
Three of them were taken to England, — there being at that 
time no law in the Colony to punish piracy, — where it is sup- 
posed that they paid the penalty for their crimes upon the gib- 
bet. The third, whose name was Thomas Veale, escaped to a 
cavern in the woods, which he and bis coufaderatcs had previ- 
ously made use of as a place of deposit for their ill-gotten booty. 
In this lonely place the fugitive fixed his residence, practising 
the trade of a shoemaker, and occasionally visiting the village 
to obtain food, until the earthquake which ushered in the 
legend, splitting to its foundations the rock in which the cavern 
was situated, forever sealed the entrance, enclosing the doomed 
corsair in his frightful tomb. This cliff has ever since been 
known as Dungeon Eock, and the first retreat of the free- 
booters has always home the name of The Pirates' Gleu. 

The sequel to the legend that we liave so conscientiously 
related to the reader, is more striking by its reality, more incred- 
ible, one might almost gay, than the legend itself is, with all its 
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dramatic aiiTTOuiidiDgs. The story of Dungeon Rock now leaves 
the realm of the legendary for that of active supernatural 
agency ; and it may be doul)ted if the whole world can produce 
another such example of the absorbing pursuit of an idea which 
hoa become the Axed and dominant impulse of a life. But first 
let us introduce the I'eader to the locality itself. 

Two miles out of the city of Lynn, in the heart of the secluded 
and romantic region overlooking it, is a hUl high and steep, one 
side of whieh is a naked precipice ; the other, which the road 
ascends, is still covered with a magnificent grove of oak-trees 
growing among enormous bowlders, and clad, when I saw tliem, 
in the rags of their autumnal purple. Few wilder ot more 
picturesque spots can be found among the White Hills ; and 
here we are not a dozen miles removed from the homes of half 
a million people. The rumored existence of treasure shut up in 
the heart of this cliff by the earthquake seems to have found 
credit in the neighborhood, if one may judge from the evidences 
of a heavy explosion in what was supposed to be the ancient 
vestibule of the caveni, where a yawning rent in the side of the 
iedge is blocked up with tons of massy debris and every ves- 
tige of whst was perhaps an interesting natural curiosity thus 
wantonly destroyed. 

Under the direction of spirit mediums, the work of piercing 
Dungeon Rock was begun by Hiram Marble about thirty ycats 
ago, and has continued, with tittle intermission, nearly to the 
present time. For more than a quarter of a century, — spurred 
on, when they were ready to abandon the work in despair, by 
some delusive revelation of the spirits, — father and son toiled on 
in the vain hope of unlocking its secret. Tons upon tons oi 
the broken rock have been removed by their hands alone, for 
the windings of the gallery make any mechanical contrivance 
useless for the purpose. So hard is the natural formation, that 
they sometimes advnnceil only a foot in a month ; and the labor 
was further increased by the accumulation of water, which ia 
constantly oozing from tUsures of the rock. Death at length 
release<] the elder enthusiast from his infatuation : but the son 
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puTsned the wotk as the most eocred of trusts, until he too died 
la the same iatal delusiuD. 

A woman whom I IbuDd in the cahiu on the summit, and 
who proved to be the treasure-seekei's sister, conducted n)e to 
the entrance of the shaft, which was closed by a grated door, 
above which I read this eminently practical legend in an unprac- 
tical place : "Ye who enter here, leave twenty-five cents behind." 
She turned the key in the lock, swung back the grating, and we 
bc^an to descend, first by a series of steps cut in the rock, then 
by such foothold as the slippery floor afforded. When we 
arrived at the extreme limit of the excavation, we had come not 
&r from one hundred and fifty feet in a perpendicular descent 
of only forty ; yet I remarked that the gallery at times almost 
doubled upon itself^ in order to accomplish what might have 
been reached in half the distance, and, of course, with half the 
labor, in a direct line, — which would seem to imply that the 
work might have proceeded mote expeditiously under the direc- 
tion of a competent mining engineer. Nothing in the appear- 
ance of the rock indicated that it had been disturbed since the 
creation. It was as hard as adamant, as firm as marble, as 
impenetiablo as Fate. 

My guide pointed out the supposed locality of the ancient 
entrance, She also showed me, as a thing to which the fee duly 
entitled even such sceptics as tnyBelf, the fragment of a corroded 
scabbard, which had been found, she said, embedded in a cranny 
within the excavation. But when I afterward mentioned this 
circumstance to the poet Longfellow, who was familiar with the 
locality and its story, he laughed pleasantly, and said that unless 
his memory was greatly at fault, ho had seen, years before, during 
one of his drives in the neighborhood, this identical thing at a 
blacksmith's shop where he bad stopped on some errand. Such 
questions as I asked were freely answered ; but she talked in a 
way that was almost startling in its matter-of-fact assumption of 
the supernatural as the controlling element in one's life experi- 
ence. The invisible spirits of Dungeon Rock I found dealt in 
a which the Delphic oracle could never have surpassed ; 
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yet here were believera who staked their lives upon the truth of 
utterances equally delusive ! Here the problem is suggestively 
presented, whether latter-day superstition, Etcting upon the weak 
and impreasiblo nature, is on the whole to be preferred, either in 
its manifestations or results, to olden delusion as exempliSed in 
the witches or wizards of our forefathers. Who shall sayl I, 
at any rate, found this visit to Dungeon Kock one of the most 
singular experiences of a lifetitao. 



MOLL PITCHER. 

IN passing ^m the boundaries of Saugus into those of Lynn, 
a word or two acquaints us with the origin of both places. 
Thomas Dudley, Deputy-Governor of "the Massachusetts," 
writing in 1630 to the " I^y Bryget, Countesse of Lincoln," 
says of the Colonists who, like himself^ emigrated in that year 
from England, " We b^an to consult of the place of our sitting 
down, for Salem, where we landed, pleased us not," Various 
causes having led to their dispersion along the coast irom Cape 
Ann to Nnntasket, one of the scattered bands settled " upon the 
river of Saugus," as he writes ; another founded Boston. The 
Indian name Saugus, which still belongs to the river and to a 
fragment of the ancient territory, was superseded in 1637 by 
that of Lynn, or the King's Lynn, from Lynn Regis, on the 
River Ouse, in England. Lynn is therefore one of t]ie oldest 
towns in Massachusetts. It is beautifully situated on the shore 
of Massachusetts Bay, ten miles north of Boston and five south 
of Salem. Swampscot is a rib taken from her side ; so is 
Nahant, and so is Lynnfield ; yet, like the fabled monster, she 
seems to grow tbe faster from successive mutilations. 

If one may credit the legend, Veale, the pirate recluee of 
Dungeon Rock, was among the firet to follow the trade of a 
"coidwainer" here; but it may be questioned whether be is 
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really looked upon aa one uf llie founders of the omft. l!e tluit 
»a it may, it is certain tliiit one of t)ie t-arlieat settlers, Francis 
Ingalla by name, eatnhUahed the hrat Uiunery in all tlie colony, 
and he may therefore be cousidereil the originator of that 
bmuch of iudustry, in the j^tesdy pursuit of which Lynn has 
gro^m to )» botli rich and ftimoua. When ahoemaking was a 
trade, I suppose that nearly fvpry man in Lynn was a ahiw- 
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maker ; bat now, when no one person tuakes a whole boot or 
a whole shoe, the trade, as a trade, has degenerated. Two of the 
uobleal men that America has produced have graduated from the 
shoemaker's bench. The poet Wliittier once followed this humble 
calling, until lie found his higher vocation ; and the philanthro- 
ptHt, William Lloyd Garrison, once worked at the bench here in 
Lynn. This ancient handicraft is therefore by no muaiis with- 
out some very honorable traditions. 

But Lynn is likely to be celebrated throughout all time aa hav- 
ing been the residence of llie most suci^essful fortune-teller of her 
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day and geaeration, — we might also say of whom we have any 
account in mystical lore, ancient or modern. While she lived 
ahe was without a rival in lier peculiar art, and the prophetic 
wovds that she lot fall vere capahle of being traiiamut«d into 
gold. She it ia that one of our native poets has in mind when 
ho is singing — too soon, we think, — a requiem over the last 
witch of his native land. 

How has New Englond'a romance fled. 

Even as a vision of the morning ! 
Its riles foredone, — its guardians dead, — 
Its prieatessea, bereft of dread, 

Waking the veriest urchin's scorning ! 
Gone like the Indiau wizard's yell 

And fire-dance round the magic rock. 
Forgotten like the Druid's spell 

At moonrise by his holy oakt 
No more along the shailowy glen 
Glide the dim ghosts of niuidered men ; 
No more the umiuiet churchyard dead 
Glinipe upward from ibeir turfy bed, 

Startling the traveller, lute and lone j 
As, on aome night of starless weather, 
They silently comnmne together. 

Each sitting on his own headstone ! 
The roofless honse, decayed, deserted. 
Its living tenants all departed, 
No longer rings with midnight revel 
Of witob, or ghost, or goblin evil ; 
No pale blue flame sends out its flashes 
Through creviced roof and shattered sashes 1 — 
The witch-grass round the hazel spring 
May sharply to the night-air sing. 
But there no more shall withered hoffi 
Refresh at ease their broomstick nags, 
Or taste those hazel-shadoweii waters 
As bever^ meet for Satan's daughters ; 
No more their mimic tones be heard, — 
The mew of cat, — the chirp of bird, — 
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Shrill blending with the hoitner laughter 
Of the fell demon following after I 

Even she, our own weird heroine. 
Sole PythoncM of ancient Lynn, 

Sleeps calmly where the living laid her ; 
And the wide realm of sorcery. 
Left by its latest mistresa free. 

Hath foond no gray and skilled invader. 

It Toe once said of Napoleon that he left a family, but no 
guccewor. Moll Pitcher leit none in her wonderful giA of fore- 
telling the future by practising palmistry, or by simply gazing 
into the bottom of a teacup. She was therefore no Stdrophel. 
Tet even the most incredulous were compelled to admit her pre- 
dictions to be wholly unaccountable ; while those who came to 
laugh went away vanquished, if not fully convinced. What is 
singular is that her reputation lias rather Increased than dimin- 
ished with time. We have no account of her dupes, nor is 
there any "Exposure " extant. It follows that the spot where 
for BO many years Moll Piteher so successfully practised ber art 
is the one to which the stranger first asks to be directed. 

Should he happen to stray a little way out of the more 
crowded part of the city, his attention would at once be arrested 
by a remarkable cliff of dull red porphyry rising high above the 
hoose-tops, that has apparently detached itself from the broken 
hill-range which skirts the coast, and has elbowed its way into 
the plain, thrusting the houses aside out of its path, until it 
almost divides the city in twain. High Rock, as it is called, is 
to Lynn what the Citadel is to Quebec, — you look down, and see 
at a glance all the out-door life of the place ; you look up, and 
see the blue arch of the sky springing from the rim of the 

The following poetical description of the ravishing view of sea 
and shore unrolled from the summit of High Bock naturally 
takes precedence of our own ; — 
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Oteblookinq the town of Lynn, 
So far above that the city's din 
Mingles and blends with the heavy roar 
Of the bieakera along the cnrving ahote. 
Scarred and furrowed and glacier-aeamed, 
Back in the ageti bo long ago. 
The boldest philosopher never dreamed 
To count the centuries' ebb and flow, 
Stands a rock with ita gray old face 
Eastward, ever turned to the place 
Where first the rim of the sun is seen,— 
Whenever the morning sky is bright, — 
Cleaving the glistening, glancing sheen 
Of the sea with disk of iuaufferahle light. 
Down in the earth hia roots strike deep ; 
Up to his breast the houses creep, 
Climbing e'en to his ru^^ed face, 
Or nestling lovingly at bis base. 
Stand on his forehead, bare and brown, 
Send your gnze o'er the roofs of tfae town 
Away to the line so faint and dim. 
Where the sky stoops down to the crystal rim 
Of the broad Atlantic, whose billows toss, 
Wrestling and weltering and hurrying on 
With awful fury whenever across 
Hia broad bright surface, with howl and moan. 
The Tempest wheek, with black wing bowed 
To the yielding waters which fly to the dond. 
Or hurry along with thunderous shocks 
To break on the ragged and riven rocks. 

When the tide comes in on a sunny day 
Ton can see the waves beat back in spray 
From the splintered spurs of Phillips Head, 
Oi tripping along with dainty tread, 
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Ab of a million glaocing feet. 
Shake oat the light in a quick retreat, 
Or along the emooth cim'e of the bench. 
Snowy tad curliri),', in lonf; lines reach- 
All ifllet anchonJ and held to land 
By a glistening, foam-fringed ribbon of sand ; 
That is Nahant, and that hoary ledge 
To the left is Egg Bock, like a blunted wedge, 
Cleaving the restlefls ocean's breast. 
And bearing the lighthouse on its crest. 

It was at the foot of this cliff that Moll Pitcher, the fortune- 
teller of Lynn, dwelt. Forty years ago there were very few fire- 
sides in New England that her fame had not reached, perhaps 
disturbed ; and her successful predictions, alike astoumUng to 
the vulgar oi to the enlighteQed, were the theme of luaoy a mid- 
night watch 01 forecastle confab. She was not, if we may credit 
local re])ort, the withered, decrepit, and toothless crone of 
Spenser, or Otway'a 

" wrinkled hag, with age Rrown double, 
Picking dry aticka and mumbling to herself," 

bnt a woman who lived in the full gaze and gossip of a world 
which only accepted her claim to foreknowledge upon the une- 
quivocal testimony of a thousand witnesses. Do you contend 
that hei i«putation was due solely to the shrewdness, penetra- 
tion, and ready wit with which she was undoubtedly in a 
remarkable degree gifted 1 How, then, will you explain revela- 
tions of the future naade ten and twenty yeatB before the events 
predicted took place! 

When she was in the meridiaD of her fame and life the ordi- 
nary applicant saw a woman of medium stature, having an 
unusually large head, a pole, thin, and rather intellectual face, 
shaded by masses of dark brown hair, who was as thoroughly 
self-possessed as he was ill at ease, and whose comprehensive 
glance mooenred his mental capacity before he could utter a 
syllable. People of better discernment, who recollect her, say 



MOLL PITCHKR. 



143 



that her face hail none ^t' the wildness of tho traditional ■witch, 
but was clouded with a habitual sadness, as of a mind over- 
bunlentd with being the depository of ao many confidences, 
perhaps crimes. She had a full, iMLjMicioiia forehead, arched eye- 
brows, eyes that read the seci'ot thoughts of a suitor, a nose 
"inclined to be long," and thin lips — a physiognomy wholly 
unlike the popular ideal, but rather that of a modern Egeria, — 
in short, the wit;:!) of the nineteenth ceutury- 

During the filly years that she pursued her trade of fortune- 
telling, in what was then a lonely and tittle frequented quarter 




of the town, not only was she conaulted by the poor and igno- 
rant, but also by tho rich and intelligent class. Love afiairs, 
legacies, the discovery of crime, lotteries, commercin! ventures, 
and the more conunon contingencies of fortune, formed, we may 
well imagine, the staple of her predictions ; but her most valued 
clients came from the opulent scaporte that are within sight of 
High Rock, The common sailor and the master, the cabin-boy 
and the owner, equally resorted to her humble abode to know 
the luctt of a voy^e. It is asserted that many a vessel has 
been deserted when on the eve of sailing, in consequence of 
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Moll's Tinlacty Taticination. She was also much besought hy 
treastm-seekeiB — a nthar numerous class in her day, whose 
onited digging along the coast of New England would, if use- 
fully directed, have reclaimed for cultivation no inconsiderable 
aiea of viigin soU. For such applicants the witch had a short 
and sharp leplj. " Fools ! " she would say ; " if I knew where 
money was buried, do you think I would part with the 
secret t" 

Moll Pitcher died in 1813, at the age of seventy-five. She 
was originally of Marblehead, and is said to have inherited the 
gift of prophecy from her grandfother, John Dimond, who was 
himself a wizard of no mean reputation in that place. In proof 
of this it is said that he was in the habit of going to the old bury- 
ing-ground on the hill whenever a violent gale at sea arose, and 
in that lonely place, in the midst of the darkness and the storm, 
to astound and terrify the simple Gsherfolk in the following 
manner. He would direct vesseb then at sea how to weather 
the roughest gale, — pacing up and down among the grave- 
stones, and ever and anon, in a voice distinctly heard above the 
howling of the tempest, shout his orders to the helmsman or 
the crew, as if he were actually on the quarterniook, and the 
scene all before him. Very few doubted his ability to bring a 
vessel safely into port. Mary Dimond's father sailed out of Mai> 
blehead as master of a small vessel. She married Robert Pitcher, 
a shoemaker, in 1760. Mr. Lewis, the historian of Lynn, who 
remembered her, asserts that she was connected with some of the 
beet families in Essex; that, except her fortune- telling pretension, 
there was nothing disreputable in her life ; and that her descend- 
ants were living and respected when ho wrote. Her life seems 
rather to mark the line which divides old and new superstition, 
than any decay of that inextinguishable craving to pry into futu- 
rity which has distinguished the homan race in all ages and in 
all climes. 

This describes the celebrated fortune-teller as she was known 
to her contemporaries. We have, however, picked up among 
the fiotaam of literary drift a difierent portrait, drawn in verse. 
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Li 1832 Whittier published, anonymously, a poem of which 
Uoll Pitcher is the heroine. The stattiment made by the author 
in an introductory note concerning himself will doubtless be 
considered to-day as being even a greater cutiodty than the poem 
itself is. There he naively says : " I have not enough of the poeti- 
cal mania in my disposition to dream of convertjng, by an alchemy 
more potent tlian that of the old philosopheis, a Hmping couplet 
into a brace of doubloons, or a nckety stanza into a note of hand. 
Moll Pitcher (' there's music in the name ') is the oflapring of a 
few weeks of such leisure as is afforded by indisposition, and is 
given to the world in all its original negligence, — the thoughts 
fcoah as when first originated," 

The poem is the story of a maiden, fond and fair, whose sailor 
lover had gone on a long voyage to sea, where 

He soDght for gold — for yellow gold, — 

in order that he might come back a rich man and wed the girl 
he had left behind him. The maiden's mind becomes filled with 
gloomy forebodings concerning him. Obeying an uncontrollable 
impulse, in an evil hour she seeks the well-trodden path lead- 
ing to Moll Pitcher's abode, in order to know her destiny ; and 
while on her way thither she encounters the witch, who is thus 
described : — 

She stood upon a bare tall crag 

Which overlooked her nigged cot — 
A wasted, gray, and meagre hag. 

In features evil as her lot 
She had the crooked nose of a witch. 

And a crooked back and chiu; 
And in her gait she had a hitch. 
And in her hand she carried a switch, 

To aid her work of sin, — 
A twig of wizard hazel, which 
Had grown beside a haunted ditch, 
Where a mother her nameless babe had thrown 
To the running water and merciless stone. 
10 
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The fortune-teller cherishes a secret enmity towards her trem- 
bling -visitor, and wickedly detennines on revenging herself. 
She leading the way, — 

The twain passed in — a low dark room. 

With here and there a crazy chair, 
A broken glass — a dusty loom — 
A Bpinning- wheel — a birchen broom. 

The witch's courier of the air, 
Aj potent as that steed of winga 

On which the Meccan prophet rode 
Above the wreck of meaner things 

Unto the Honris' bright abode. 
A low dull fire by flashes shone 
Across the gray and cold hearthstone, 
Flinging at times a trembling glare 
On the low loof and timbers bare 

After this glimpse of her home, the weird woman proceeds to- 
try her art by looking steadfastly into tlie sorceress's cup, which, 
ve are told, constituted her whole fortune-telling paraphernalia. 
Presently she speaks. 

Oiit spoke tbo witch, — "I know full well 

Why thou host sought my humble cot '. 
Come, sit thee down, — the tale I tell 

May not be soon foigol." 
She threw her pale blue cloak aside, 

And stirred the whitening embers up, 
And long and curiously she eyed 

The figures of her mystic cup ; 
And low she muttered while the light 
Gave to her lips a ghastlier white. 
And her snnk eyes' unearthly glaring 
Seemed like the taper's latest flaring: 
"Dark hair — eyes black — ^a goodly form — 

A maiden weeping — wild dark sea — 
A tall ship tossing in the storm — 

A black wreck floating — whtn; is he? 



MOLL PITCHER. 

Qive uie thy hand — how soft, and warm, 

And fair ita tapering fingeis seem I — 
And who that setg it dow would dream 
That winter's snow would seem less ''■hill 
Ere long than these soft fingers will 1 
A lovely palm I — how delicate 

Its veined und wandering lines ai« drawn ! 
Yet each are propheta of thy fate — 

Ha! — this is sure a fearful one I 
That sudden cxona — that blank beneath — 

What may these evil signs betoken 1 
Passion and sorrow, fear and death — 

A human spirit crushed and broken ! 
Oh, thine hath been a pleaaant dream, 
Bnt darker shall its waking seem t " 

Like a, cold hand upon her hesrt 

The dark woids of the sorceress lay. 
Something to score her spirit's rest 

Forever more away. 
Each wonl had seemed so strangely true. 
Calling her inmost thoughts in view, 
And pointing to the form which came 

Before her in her dreary sleep. 
Whose answered love — whose very name. 
Though nought of breathing life woa near. 

She scarce had given the winds to keep, 
Or mnnnured in a sister's car. 



Orercome by the terrible leTelation, to which her own foais 
lend a too ready belief, the poor girl becomea a maniac. She is 
always watchiog for the sail in the offing which never comes ; 
aha wandert) up and down the rocky shorea of Ifahant, gazing 
vacantly out to sea, until on one lucky day, in spite of Moll's 
&tal prediction, the lover's ship sails gallantly into the bay, and 
with it the one thing capable of restoring the maiden's reason 
again. The witch, however, does not escape the conaequencea of 
her malevolence, but dies miserably in her wretched hovel, 
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being tended in hei last momenta by a little child of tlie woman 
abe has so cruelly wronged. 

The poem being too long for us to reproduce in full, we 
have Uius merely outliued it fur the reader. 



NAHANT LEGENDS. 

ABOTTC three milea from where we stand, riaing abruptly 
from the sea, ia a castellated gray lock crowned with a 
lighthouse. Egg Bock, ea it is called, is not more than eigh^ 
te&t from sea to aummit, but its iaolated and louely position, its 
bold outlinee cut clean and shaip on the blue background, make 
it aeem higher. This rocky islet, the former eyrie of wild sea- 
birds, ia by far the most pictuiesquo object of this picturesque 
shore. It ia almost always seen encircled with a belt of white 
aur^ while in violent storms the lagii^ aeaa assail it with such 
tremendous impetuosity as to give the idea of a fortress belea- 
guered by the combined powers of sea and air. At such times it 
cannot be approached with safety. Then the lighthouse keeper, 
whatever bia wants may be, can hold no communication with 
the shore, but is a prisonor during the pleasure of the gale. 

The occa^onal and distant glimpses of Nahant had from the 
main shore are certain to excite the desire for a nearer survey, a 
more intimate acquaintance. We will, therefore, let this choice 
bit of deacription, which Mr. Longfellow particularly admired, 
serve as our introduction. "If," aays N, P. Willis, "you can 
imagine a buried Titan lying along the length of a continent, 
with one arm stretched out into the midst of the sea, the spot 
to which I would transport you, reader mine, would be, as it 
were, in the palm of the giant's band." 

One of Whittiei'a earliest poetic productions is also addressed 
to this charming spot -. 
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Hahant, thy. beach is beautifnl ! — 

A dim line thioogh the tosaing waves, 
Along whose veige the spectre gull 

Her thin nntl snowy plumage laves — 
What time the Summer's greemiees lingers 

Within thy sunned and sheltered Douks, 
And the green vine with twining fingers 

Creeps np and down thy hanging locks ! 
Around — the hlue and level main — 

Above — a sunshine rich, as fell, 
Bright'ning of old, with golden roin. 

The isle Apollo loved so well I — 
And far off, dim and beautiful 
The snow-white Bail and graceful hull, 

Slow, dipping to the billow's swell. 
Bright spot I — the isles of Greece may share 
A fiowery earth — a gentle air ; — 
The orange-bough may blossom well 
In wann Bermuda's sunniest dell ; — 
But fairer shores and brighter wateis, 
Qazed on by puier, lovelier daughters, 

Beneath the light of kindlier skies, 
The wanderer to the farthest bound 
Of peopled Earth hath never found 

Than thine — New England's Paradise ! 

Mrs. SigouiQoy follows in the same strain of tmstlnted 
piaise: — 

NAHANT. 

Rude rock-bound coast, where erst the Indian roamed, 
The iron shoulders of thy furrowed cliffs, 
Mode black with smiting, still in stubborn force 
Seaiat the scourging wave. 

Bright summer enns 
In all the fervor of their noontide beat 
Obtain no power to hnrm thee, for thou wrapp'st 
Thy watery mantle round tbee, ever fresh 
With ocean's coolness, and defy'st their roge. 
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The stonD-cload is thy glory. 

Then, tbou deck'st 
ThyBelf with majesly, and to its frown 
And voice of thunder, MiBWereHt boldly bock. 
And from thy wat^b-towers hurl'st the blinding spray, 
While every dark and hollow cavern sounds 
Ita trumpet for the battle. 

Vet 'tia sweet 
Amid thy fissuted rocks to ruminate, 
Maikiay thy grottue with mosaic jiared 
Of glitteriu|j pebbles, and that balm lo breathe 
Which gives the elastic nerves a freer play. 
And tints the languid cheek with haes of health. 

The sand-beach and the sea I 

Who can divine 
Their mystic intercourse, that day and night 
SuTceaaeth not ) On comes the thubdering surge. 
Lifting its mountain-head, with menato stem. 
To whelm the unresisting ; but impelled 
In all the plenitude of kingly power 
To change its purpose of authority, 
Breaking its wand of might, doth hurry bock ; 
And then, tepetiting, with new wrath return. 
Yet still that single, silvery line abides. 
Lowly, and fearless, and immutable. 
God gives it strength. 

So may he deign to grant 
The sand-line of our virtues jMjwer to copu 
With all temptation. When some secn^t nunre 
Doth weave its meshes round our trembling souls, 
That in their frailty turn to him alone, 
So may he give us strength. 

There is a good road over the Long Beach ; but when the tide 
is nearly down, a broad esplanade of Band beckons na aside from 
the embankment over which that is now built. Here is a course 
such as no Eoman charioteer ever drove upon. Here the heavy 
farm-carts that arc gathering seaweed leave scarcely a print of 
their broad-tired wheels. Stamp upon it with the foot, and see 
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how hard &ai firm it is ; or smilo at the lightning it emits under 
the impact, — your cliildhood'e woodei. We pass over half an 
acre of sand, moulded in the impress of Uttle wavelets that have 
left their print like cunuiug chiselling or hke masses of sandy 
hair in crimp. There behind a cluuip of rocks crouches a sports- 
man, who is patiently waiting for twiliglit to come, wlien the 
black ducks and coots fly over; those stoopiug figures among 
the rocks are not treasure-seekers, but clam-diggers. 

Having crossed the Long Beach, we betake ourselves again to 
the load which winds around the shore of Little Nahant to a 
second beach, half a mile long. We again leave thb behind, to 
climb the rocky ascent of the greater promontory, then finding 
ourselves in the long street of the village. Nahant is tempting 
to artist or antiquaiy, but especially ao to the man of refined 
literary tastes, who knows no greater enjoyment than to visit 
the spots consecrated by genius. In Jonathan Johnson's house 
LongfeUow partly wrote " Hiawatha ; " and here, at Nahant, was 
also the birthplace of the " Bells of Lynn," which the poet heard, ' 

Borne on the evening wind across the crimson twilight. 
And we too hear their musical vibrations, softened by the dis- 
tance, lingering lovingly in the air, and we caw see as in our own 
3 the pictures to which liis matchless verse gives life : 

The fi^bmroan in bis boat, far ont beyond the headland, 
Listens, and leisurely rows ashore, Bells of Lynn ! 
Over the shining sands the wandering cattle homeward . 
Follow each other at your call, Belb of Lynn ! 
The distant lighthouse hears, and with bia flaming signal 
Answera you, passing the watchword on, Bells of Lynn ! 
And down the darkening coast run the tumultuous surges, 
And clap their bands, and shout to you, O Bella of Ljnn ! 
Till from the shuddering sea, with your wild incantations, 
Ye summon up the spectral moon, O Bells of Lynn .' 
And startled at the sight, like the weird woman of Endor, 
Ye cry aloud, and then are still, Bella of Lynn! 
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Tbe "Iddder of St. Augustine" and other of his lyrics in 
vhich the actual presi.>nce of the sea is felt by the reader were 
also written hero under its influence, for Longfellow is always 
moTed by it to a pitch of high-wrought emotion — to a kind of 
speechless speech — which only the impressible nature knows. 
In the "Dedication" to his Seaside verses he gives us the key 
to this exquisite spiritual sensibility, — 

Therefore I hope to join your eeesidR walk. 
Saddened, and mostly eilent, with emotion ; 

Not interrupting with intrusive talk 
The grand, mejentic symphoaiea of ocean. 

And in the opening stanza of " The Secret of the Sea " he frankly 
confesses to the fascination with which it possesses him :— 

Ah ! what pleasant visions haunt me 

As I gaze upon the sea ! 
All the old romantic legends. 

All my dreams, come back to rae. 

Somewhat farther on we descend into an enticing nook, shaded 
by two aged and gigantic willows. Here, in the modest cottage 
of Mrs. Hannah Hood, surrounded by old Dutch folios, Motley 
began his " Dutch Eopublic." By ascending the rise of ground 
beyond the Hollow we may see the roof of the cottage wliere 
Prescott, who died, like Petrarch, in bis chair, worked at " Ferili- 
nand and Isabella," the "Conquest of Mexico," and " Philip II." 
On the point beyond us, assisted by his gifted wife, Agasaiz 
produced " Brazil." Willis, Curtis, Mrs. Sigourncy, and an 
admiring host of lessor celebrities who have felt its magnetic 
influence, celebrate Nahant in prose or verse. The residence 
of such eminent representatives of American literature could 
hardly fail to impress itself upon tbe social character of a place ; 
but it has also made this little peninsula one of the best remem- 
bered spots of American ground to scholars of the Old World 
who have visited it. And the privilege of traversing her rocky 
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shoree, with Longfellow or Agossiz for a guide, was indeed some- 
thing to be remembered. 

The Hollow seems the proper standpoint for a brief glance 
at the history of Kahant, down to the time when it became 
the retreat of culture, wfineraent, and wealth. Kahant (the 
twine) is a musical Indian name that trips lightly from the 
tongue. On the map it looks like the wyvern of heraldry, hang- 
ing to the coast hy its tail. It was sold by Poqusnum, a saga- 
more, in 1630, to the Lynn settlers, who used it in common as a 
pasture. Being to all intents an island, or rather two islands, at 
high tide, it was named the Fullerton Isles, in 1614, by Captain 
Smith. It had been granted in 1632 to Captain Bobert Gorges ; 
but his title seems to have lapsed, and not to have been suc- 
cessfully revived. Under the rule of Andres, his favorite, Ran- 
dolph, tried to steal it The price originally paid for Nahant 
was a suit of clothes ; it has now a tax-roll of six and a half 
millions. In the earlier accounts given of them, the two pen- 
insulas appear to have been well wooded ; but, in common with 
all the coast islands, the natural forest long ago disappeared, and 
Nahant remained almost treeless, until Thomaa H. Perkins, a 
wealthy Boston merchant, planted several thousand shade-trees. 
His efforts to make Nahant a desirable somraer residence were 
effectively seconded by Frederick Tudor, the ice-king, by Cor- 
nelius Coolidge, and other men of wealth and taste. Its name 
and fame began to resound abroad. A hotel was built in 1819, 
and a steamboat began to ply in the summer months between 
Boston and the peninsulas. In 1833 Nahant threw off her 
allegiance to Lynn, and became a separate town. Her earlier 
frequenters were, with few exceptions, wealthy Boston or Salem 
families, and they continue to possess her choicest territories. 

Since the great hotel was destroyed by fire in 1861, there is 
only the modest hostelry of Mr. Whitney for the reception of 
casual guests. This was one of five houses the peninsula con- 
tained seventy odd years ago, and was the former homestead of 
the Breed family, who, with the Hood and Johnson families, 
wer« solo lords of the isles. Though there has been an "inva- 
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aion," there never ha§ been a " conquest," The Tfahantese who 
are " native here, and to the manner born," cling to what is left 
of tbeii ancient patrimony with unyielding grasp. Wander 
where they may, they always come back here to die. One of 
them, who had refused tempting offers for his land, eaid to me, 
"Here I was born, here is my home, and here I mean to abide." 
The admirably kept roads lead whore the moat engaging 
sea-views are to be had. You lean over a railing and look down 
eighty feet to the bottom of a cove, where the sea ripples with- 
out breaking, and the clean, smooth pebbles chase back the 
refluent wave with noisy chattel. The tawny rockn wear coats 
of grass-green velvet ; the perfume of sweet-fcru and of eglantine 
is in the air. The cliffs of the eastern headland are very fine. 
It takes one's breath away to witness the rush and roar of the 
eternal surges among their iron ribs ; yet the effect seems little 
more than would be produced by a hungry lion licking the bars 
of his cage. In a few instances, such as Castle ISock and the 
Devil's Pulpit notably present, the rocks arise in regular castel- 
lated masses ; but in general they are as mucli the expression of 
chaos of form as we might expect to see in the broken ai'ches 
and colonnades of the earth's foundations. Being pitched about 
in fantastic yet awful confusion, they present curious accidental 
formations, or are split from summit to foundation-stone in 
chasms deep and gloomy, where the seething waters hiss and 
boil, much as they might have done when these colossal masses 
were first cooling. Here and there on the shores the sea has 
neatly hollowed out the natural curiosities locally kuown as the 
Natural Bridge, Swallows' Cave, Irene's Grotto, and the Spouting 
Horn ; and in storms the shore is as full of noises as Prospero's 
Island — 

A voice out of the silence of the deep, 
A sound mysteriously nndtiplied. 

As of a cataract from the moimtain's side. 
Or roar of winds upon the wooded steep. 

The sea-view from the portico of the chapel, which is situated 
on the higliest point of the headland, is certainly one of the 
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rarest on tiva whole coast, embracing, as it does, many mUes of 
the mainland, from Lynn as far as the extreme point of Cape 
Ahq ; of the South Shore from Scituate to Boston Light, — a 
alender, ahapely, and minaret-like tower set on a half-submerged 
ledge at the eatrance to Boston Harbor. On a clear day the 
dusky gmy pillar of Minot's Light, and by night its ruddy flash, 
on the south coast, are visible. One of these towers — probably 
the first — inspired Longfellow's poem, " llie Lighthouse," 
beginning — 

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea, 
And on its outer point, some miles away. 

The Lighthouse lifta its maMive masonry, — 
A pillar of fire by night, of cloud by day. 

And ending — 

" Sail on ! " it says, " sail on, ye stately ships ! 

And with your floating bridge the ocean span : 
Be mine to guard this liglil from all eclipse, 

Be yoiira to bring man nearer unto man ! " 

Longfellow's summer residence was upon the southern ahore^ 
which is less precipitous, but more sheltered from the bleak 
winds, than the northern shores are. " It is a house of ample aize, 
with wide verandas, and is surrounded with such shrubbery as 
the unsparing winds that sweep the peninsula allow." When, 
after the appearance of " Nooks and Corners of the New Eng- 
land Coast," the writer caUed upon him, the poet said, " Ah ! but 
why did you leave Nahant out in the coldl" And he ui^ed 
him to repair the omission without delay. 

Prescott also lived on the southern shore, on a rocky point not 
far from the Swallows' Cave, named by him "Fitful Head." 
Agassiz' cottage, on the contrary, is on the north shore. It is a 
modest, though not unpicturesque building, all upon the ground, 
and was probably better suited to the great scientist's simple 
tastes than were the handsome villas of his eminent literary neigh- 
bora. Possibly it may have reminded him in some silent way 
of his fatherlan<l, — " the beautiful Pays du Vaud." It is to 
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Agassiz dead that this touching apostrophe is addressed by hia 
Mend Longfellow, who is so rarely a questioner of fate, — 

I stand egaiii on the familiar shore. 

And hear the waves of the distracted sea 

Piteoual; calling and lamenting thee, 

And waiting restless at thy cottage door. 
The rocks, the sea-weed on the ocean floor, 

The willows in the meadow, and the free 

Wild winds of the Atlantic welcome me ; 

Then why shouldat thou be dead, and come no more t 
Ah, why shouldst thou be dead when common men 

Are busy with their trivial affaire. 

Having and holding 1 Why, when thon hadst read 
Nature's mysterious manuscript, and then 

Wast ready to reveal the truth it beats, 

Why art thou silent ) Why shouldst tboa be dead ) 
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THERE is one topic with which the annals of Nahant are 
inseparably associated that we feel a natural diffidence in 
approaching, yet cannot in conscience ignore, and that is the 
sea-serpent. Words are inadequate to describe the wide-spread 
consternation which the apparition of such a monster created 
among the hardy population of our New England seaboard ; for 
he was soon perceived to possess none of the attributes of a 
spori;ive and harmless fish, but to belong strictly to the reptile ' 
tribe ! And what a reptile t The most exaggerated reports of 
his length prevailed throughout all the fishing towns of Cape 
Ann, and up and down the length of the coast. One skipper 
swore that he was as long as the mainmast of a seventy-four ; 
another would eat him if the steeple of Gloucester meeting- house 
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could bold a candle to him for length ; etill another deckred 
upon bia aolemn " affidavy " that, baving sigbtod the shaggy head 
of the snake early in the morouig, with a fltifl' six-knot breeze, 
and everything full, he had been half a glass in overhauling 
hia snakeship's tail, aa he lay motionless along tbe water. 

For a time nothing else was tallied of but the wouderliil sea- 
snake, which was repeatedly seen in Gloucester Bay in August, 
1817, and occasionally also in the waters of Nahant Bay, by 
bundreds of curious spectators, who ran to tbe beaches or 
pushed off in boats at tbe fiist news of his appioocb. There 
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WBB not a fishwife along thirty miles of coaat who did not 
shake in her shoes when be was reported in the offing. It is 
needless to say that his snakeship was not molesl«il by any 
alert customs' officer, but "entered" and "cleared" at each 
port at bia own good will and pleasure. But as time wore on, 
and the serpent's pacific, even pusillanimous, disposition became 
evident, courage revived ; and though the fish was a strange one, 
the fishermen determined, with characteristic boldness, on his 
captitte. 

Stimulated, also, by the lai^ reward offered for tbe sei^>ent, 
alive 01 dead, vessels were fitted out, manned by expert whales- 



168 NEW-ENGLAND LEGEMDa 

meu, vhiuh cruised in tlie bay. The revenue vessel thea on the 
atatioa was ordered to keep a vigilant look-out, and she kept bei 
guns double-shotted fui action. Nets were also spread in his 
Buakeship's accustomed haunts, and one adventurous fellow, who 
had approached so near as to see the white of his glittering eye, 
emptied the contents of a ducking gun into the monster's head. 
But he seemed to bear a charmed life ; and having easily eluded 
his pursuers, derisively shook the spray of Nafaant Bay from 
his tail ero be disappeared in the depths of the ocean. Since 
this time the gigantic ophidian has &om time to time revbited 
Kahant, and strange tidings have lately come of him from other 
chmea. But it is clear that his stuffed skin was never destined 
to adorn the walls of a museum, and it is doubtful if he will 
ever know other pickle than his native brine. 

The tradition associating the sea-serpent with Nahant is of 
very early date, John Josselyn, Gent., who was here in 1638, 
is the first to mention this monster. Hu says that one was 
seen " quoiled up on a rock at Cape Ann " by a passing boat, 
and that when an Englishman woidd have lircd at him, an 
Indian hastily prevented his doing so, saying that it would 
bring them ill luck. 

It is our privilege to rescue this poetic waif dedicated by the 
poet Braiuard to the wandering monster of the deep ; — 



SONNET TO THE SEA-SERPENT. 

J. G. BRAIN'ARD. 

Hugeat that swims the ocean ■tream. 

WeIiTER upon the waters, mighty one, 

And stretch thee in the ocean's trough of brine ; 

Turn thy wet scales up to the wind and sun. 

And toss the billow from thj flashing fin ; 

Heave thy deep breathings to the ocean's din. 

And bound upon its ridges in thy pride ; 

Or dive down to its lowest depths, aud in 
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The caverns where its unknown monsters hide, 

Measure thy length beneath the Gulf Stream tide — 

Or rest thee on the navel of that eea 

Where, iloating on the Maelatrom, abide 

The krakens sheltering under Norway's lee, — 

But fp not to Nabaut, lest men should swear 

You are a great deal bigger than, you are. 
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WE have already pointed, out to the reader the liuge hump- 
backed bowlder rising from the aea called i'^g Rock. 
The story we aro about to relate is intimately associated with 
that picturesque object. Long ago, when Nabaut tirat began 
to claim attention as a summer 
resort, two young people met here 
for the first time. The acquaint- 
ance soon ripened into friendship, 
and from friendship into love. 
The pair were inseparable. He 
was devotecl to infatuation, she 
too happy to remember that there 
was any world outside of that in 
which they then lived. The lover 
was in every way worthy of the 
lady, and she of him ; and only 
one thing stood in the way of 

their happiness. That one obstacle lay in the fact that the 
young man was an Italian by adoption, although an American 
by birth ; and Alice, the young girl whose love he had won, 
when pressed by him to consent to an immediate marriage, had 
replied : " My dear friend, first go and obtain the sanction of 
your parents, and then it shall all be as you wish." 




FOXGET-UE-NOTS. 
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Possessed with this purpose, which had now become the sole 
motive of his life, the young man secured a passage in a vessel 
which was to sail in two days for Leghorn. He then returned 
to Nahant in order to spend the few hours remaining to him in 
the society of his betrothed. 

It was the last evening, and the young couple were wandering 
over the brow of the headland where they had so often walked 
before, and whence the long leagues of glittering sea had always 
seemed so beautiful, and the breeze and the billows so invigor- 
ating and elevating to them. Both were silent. Unknown to 
each other, they were musing upon the question that has dis- 
tracted so many minds, — the serpent in their Eden, — Since we 
are so happy, why should we be separated 1 But the sullen 
dash of the waves at their feet was their only response. They 
clung to each other and dreamed on. 

While standing thus on the edge of the cliff, a strange fancy 
came into the lover's head. Why it is that in moments of 
supreme trouble the merest trifles should force themselves 
uppermost in our minds, we do not pretend to explain. The 
young man suddenly recollected one of the local traditions, run- 
ning to the effect that the lady who should receive from her 
lover's hand the Floure of Souvenance, or Forget-me-not, grow- 
ing only in one lonely spot on the little island before them, 
would remain forever constant. 

" Let me give you one more proof of my love, dear Alice, 
before we part, and let it be the flower plucked from the summit 
of yonder rock that lies there before us," he gayly said, feeling 
that she would divine his purpose. 

" I require no new proof of your afiection," she replied ; " but 
do as you will." 

Unobserved by the lovers, the sea was steadily rising, and 
upon the distant coast the rote was growing every moment 
more ominously distinct. The young man was much too in- 
tent, however, upon his object to notice these warning signs ; 
in his present frame of mind he would gladly have braved 
even greater dangers in order to gratify his mistress. He ran 
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lightly down the rocks to vhere hU boat was anchored, and in 
a moment more, heedless of the warning voice of a stmnger, 
had seat«d himself at the helm, and was mounting the incoming 
waves on his way to Egg Bock. 

" Wait for the next tide," shouted the warning voice, " or I 
will not answer for your safety ! " 

" The next tide," murmured the young man, " will bear me 
far from her; it is now or never," waving his hand to Alice 
on the cliff. Alice watched him in a kind of stupor; she had 
heard the voice. " My God ! " she murmured with white lips, 
" what have I done 1 " 

The adventurous young man, however, reached the rock in 
safety, climbed its ru^ed side, and stood at length on its sum- 
mit. He was soon seen to come down to the shore again, to 
loosen his sail, unmoor, and stand boldly for Nahant. All this 
was seen from the cliff. Alice hod not stirred from the spot 
where he had left her. 

But from moment to moment the rising wind and tide, swell- 
ing in angry chorus, rendered the passage more and more peril- 
ous. In vain the intrepid voyager tried to hold his course ; 
the little boat seemed to lie at their mercy. Now it sank 
down out of sight, and now it struggled up again to the summit 
of a billow rolling heavily in and shaking the fuam from its 
mane. It soon became unmanageable, drifting helplessly toward 
the rocks. The seas drenched it, the darkness closed around it ; 
but as it came nearer and nearer, the lookers-on could see the 
young man still grasping the helm as if buoyed up by the hope 
of steering to some openii^ among the rocks where he might 
safely land. At one moment it seemed as if ho would succeed ; 
but in another the boat was swallowed up by a breaker that 
crushed it like an egg-shell against the rocks, at the feet of 
the spectators. The next day the body was recovered ; in its 
clenched and stiffened hand was the fatal Fo^t-me-not. 
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SWAMPSCOTT BEACH. 

SWAKFSCOTT is a succession of bard eaud-beaches and 
rocky, picturesque headlands, forming with Nabaot, Nahaat 
Bay. It was formerly, as we remember, a part of Lyun ; and so 
closely aie they united to-day, that it would require a surveyor to 
tell where the one ends or the other begins. lu making a tour of 
the shores one crosses successively King's Beach, Whale Beach, 
and Phillips Beach, — all of which are the summer playgtouud of 
the multitudes who in ttiat season come here for health or recrea- 
tion, or for both. The high and glittering shore sweeps gracefully 
sround toward the east, far out into the ocean, until it is frittered 
away in a cluster of foam-crested ledges that lie in treacherous 
ambuscade at its extreme point. That curving shore ia Phillips 
Point, and the reef is Dread Ledge, There is a hondsome villa 
or cottage for every elevated site along the two miles of shora 

The extremity of Phillips Point is a wickod-looking shore, and 
Dread Ledge is the synonyme for danger to the mariner. The 
surrounding waters are thickly sown with half-submerged rocks, 
which in the delirium of a gale seem rooted in hell itself. Here, 
in January, 18.57, the ill-fated Tedetco was swallowed up, with 
every soul on board ; and such was the mastery of the tempest 
over things terrestrial, that the disaster was not known in the 
neighboring village until the following day. In that memorable 
gnle the sea inundated the marshes, swept unchecked over its 
ordinary harriers, and heaped a rarapart of frozen surf upon the 
beaches, in which the broken masts of wrecks were left sticking. 
Streets and roads were so blocked np by immense snowdrifts, 
that all travel was suspended for several days. The ponderous 
anchors of the Tedeseo were found lying, where the seas had 
thrown them, upon the top of a rock ; and they were all that 
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waa left to tell the tale, for not a vestige of the hull reroained. 
Another vessel was afterword wrecked here ; but, being driven 
nearer the land, her crew, one by one, walked to the shore over 
the bowsprit. 

Swampscott was, and still is, a typical tfew-England fishing- 
vilk^ ; that is its true estate. The summer visitoia are mere 
birds of passage ; but the men who are native here pursue their 
hazardous calling the wholo year through. Nothing con be 
more curious than to see the old life of a place thus preserved in 
the midst of the wealth and fashion that have grown up around 
it and overshadowed it. But in this fact we think lies one 
great charm of such a place. 

There is no difficulty whatever in placing the scene of Haw- 
thorne's " Village Uncle " here. That sketch is in truth only a 
series of pictures of the surroundings and of the plain fishorfolk, 
token from life, to which, from the snug chimney-corner of a 
fisherman's humble cottage, the garrulous old " Unclu " adds his 
own store of gossip and of sea-lore. Ilear him ; — 

"Toss on an armful of those dry oak-chjpa, — the last relics of the 
' Mermaid's' knee-timbers, tlie bones of your namesake, Susan. Higher 
yet, and clearer, be the blaze, till our cottage windows glow the rud- 
diest in the village, and the ligbt of our household mirth flash far 
across the bay to Nahant. 

" Now, Susan, for a sober picture of our village ! It was a small 
collection of dwellings that seemed to have been cast up by the sea, 
with the rock-weed and marine plants that it vomits after a storm, or 
to have come ashore among the pipe-staves and other luml)er which 
had been waflhed from the deck of an Eastern scbooner. There was 
just space forthe narrow and sanilystreet between the beach in front 
and a precipitous hill that lifted its rocky forehead in the i«kr, among 
a waste of juniper-bushes and the wild growth of a broken pasture. 
The village was picturesque in the variety of its etiifices, though aU 
were rude. Here stood a little old hovel, built perhaps of driftwood ; 
there a row of boat-houses ; and beyond them a two-stoiy dwelling of 
dark and weatherbenten aspect, — the whole intermixed with one or 
two snug cottages painted white, a sufficiency of pigsties, and a shoe- 
maker's shop." 
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By the same family resembkuce is Philips Beach recogniJEod 
as the scene of those wayward reveries, " Footprints on the Sea- 
shore," in which this author thinks alouil, rather thiui talks, 
betraying the old truant impulse which i>ccaatonally mastered 
liiia to gel away from that world in which it is true he lived 
and moved, but could liardly bv said to have had his being. 
We here Und liirn in one of hia own cruatiun. 
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L 
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IN New England no town oxoept Plymonth takes precedence 
of Salem in the order of settlement, — a foot of which her 
citizens ore naturally as proud as an old family is of its pedigree 
going back to the Conquest, or the Creation. And really, in 
the creation of the Puritan Common wealth, one ropresente the 
Firet Day, and tlie other the Second. 

The political and commercial fortunes of Salem have been 
singularly alike. Roger Conant, the founder, and leader of a 
forlorn hope, was eclipsed by Endicott, who was in turn over- 
shadowed by Winthrop, — a man quick to see that no place woa 
large enough to contain throe governors, two of them deposed, 
one in authority, and all ambitious to lead the Puritan vanguard 
in the great crusade of the century. The site was not approved. 
' He therefore sought out a new one, to which the seat of govern- 
ment was presBDtly removed, leaving Salem, by the course of 
these events, a modest reflection of the Puritan capital, and 
nothing more. The halls of the Essex Institute contoin many 
interesting relics of the time when Salem played an important 
port in Colonial history. 

In respect to its commercial importance, which at one time 
was very great, — ships in the Hooghly and the Tang-tse, ships 
st Ceylon and Mftdi^aacar, ships on the Gold Coast, in Polynesia 
and Vancouver ; you can hardly put a thought on the wide seas 
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where there were not ships fiying like a Bwarm of industrious 
beee to every far tiea and dime, — an importance eo great, in- 
deed, that its merchants were called King this and King that, 
while by reason of the frequent intercourse had with those 
" Ikr couutrees," its society took a tone and color almost Ori- 
ental ; yet, its greater rival again oveiahadowing it, most singu- 
larly converted Salem fixim a seaport of the fiiBt lank into a 
modestly Nourishing place of mann&ctuTes. That side of the 
dty representing its old eminence is paralyzed ; while the other 
half, although exhibiting a still vigorous life, has no bucL dis- 
tinctive traits as when Salem was the recognized mart of the 
Indies. In the cabinets of the Peabody Museum the interested 
visitor Bees on all sides a thousand evidences of her ancient com- 
mercial renown, brought from the four quarters of the globe in 
her own ships, and the sole proo& to-day that such renown 
ever existed. 

Quite recently an embassy IVom the Queen of Ma<Iagascar 
arrived in the United States. In the couise of theii tour they 
visit«d Boston, not for the soke of anything that city could 
offer as a temptation to African curiosity, hut because it lay 
in the route to Salem. They were particularly anxious to see 
Salem, whch is still supposed by many of the natives of Mada- 
gascar to be the only port of much importance in America. 

Story, the sculptor-poet, who, hke Hawthorne, is Salem-hom, 
commemoratea these well-remembered scenes of his youth, — 

Ah me, bow many an autumn day 
We watched, with palpitating breast. 

Some stately ahip from India or Cnthay, 
Laden with spicy odors from the East, 
Come sailing up the Bay ! 

Unto our youthful heartg elate. 
What wealth beside their real freight 
Of rich material things they bore I 
Ours were Ambiati cargoes fair, . 
Mysterious, exquisite, and rare. 
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And of the old housee, " dark, gloomy, and peculiar," wherein 
strange things were eald to have happened, he sajs : — 

How oft, half featfull J, we prowled 
Around those gabled houses quaint and old, 

Whose legends, grim, and terrible, 

Of witch and ghost that used in them to dwell. 
Around the twilight fire were told ; 

While huddled close with anxious ear 

We heaid them quivering with fear ; 
• And if the daylight half o'ercame the spell, 
T was with a lingering dread 

We oped the door and touched the atioging belL 



For with its sound it seemed to rouse the dead. 
And wake some ghost from out the dusky haunts 
Where faint the daylight fell. 

But it so chances — or mischances, according to the light in 
which we may view it — that the very things impeding her pro- 
gress have left Salem all the more inteiesting for our avm purpose, 
— as, in fact, it must be to him who, receiving hia impressions 
from history, especta to find distinct traces of Endicott and of 
Koger Williams, ox having imbihed them from romance, e^erly 
looks about him for some authentic memoriala of " The Scarlet 
Letter" or for "The House of the Seven Gables." For here the 
past not only survives, but it may be said actually to flourish with 
perennial freshness in old houses, old traditions, old silver, 
antique portraits, and in all the much treasured heirlooms of 
other days. 

The two most noteworthy things that have happened in Salem 
are the Witchcraft Persecution — that anomaly among eventa — 
and the birth of Nathaniel Hawthorne, — that anomaly among 
men. Without suspecting it, the traveller who arrives by the 
usual route is at once ushered upon the scene of a tr^edy in 
which it was the guilty who escaped, and the innocent who were 
punished. 

Just out of the city, on its southern skirt, the Eastern Railway 
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pttawM vithiD near view of an uncouth heap of Bteep-mded gray 
locka, modetately high, on whose windy aummit a few houses 
make a group of dusky ailhouettea. This is a sort of waste 
place, good neither for planting, grazing, oi building, nor likely 
to serre any more useful purpose than a stone-quarry or a land- 
mark might, for the re^on eurrounding it In no way does it 
Tary the monotony of the landscape, being wholly treeless and 
ahnoat without vegetation. Travelleis look listlessly, and turn 
away. Yet stay a moment t 

Long ago, so long that no living man remembers it, one soli- 
tary tree grew upon that rocky, wind-swept height But at length 
a blight fell upon it ; it sickened and died ; its limbs one by one 
rotted and dropped off; and, after contending a while with the 
wintry blasts that threatened to uproot it, the withered skeleton 
of a tree was cut down and cast into the fire. Those cold gray 
ledges where it stood is Gallows Hill. Tlie tree, tradition says, 
was that upon which the condemned witches were hung. The 
houses encroach upon the graves of the victims. 

From the moment of passing this fatal place, neither the noise 
nor the throng will be able to distract the stranger's thoughts, 
wholly occupied as they are with the sinister memories that the 
Bight has awakened within him. 

Let us throw a glance around us. 

Upon entering the city, the great h^h-ioad running north 
and south takes the more ambitious and dignitied name of 
street Upon reaching the heart of the city, it expands into 
a public square, or, not to mix up two distmct eras, the old 
town market-placa At one end the street skirta (Jallows Hill. 
As he advances towards the centre, the curious visitor may still 
see the quaint old house, now an apothecary's, in which Rt^er 
Williams lived, and in which tradition says that some of the 
witchcraft examinations were held ; in the Square he has arrived 
in the region, half real, half romantic, described in Hawthorne's 
tales (not twice, but a thousand times, told), " Main Street," " A 
Rill from the Town-Pump," and " Endicott and the Eed Cross," 
of which latter this is a fragment : — 
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"The central object in the mirrored picture was an edifice of 
humble architecture, witb neither steeple nor bell to proclaim it — 
what neverthelesB it waa — the house of praftr. A token of the 
perils of the wildemeEB was seen in the grim bead of a wolf which 
had just been slain within the precincts of the town, and, according to 
the regular mode of claiming the bounty, waa nailed to the poreh of 
the meeting-house. The blood was still plashing on the door-sl«p. 

" In close vicinity to the sacred edifice appeared that important en- 
gine of Pnritanic authority, the whipping-post — with the soil aiouud it 
well trodden by the feet of evil-doers, who had there been disciplined. 
At one comer of the meeting-house was the pilloiy, and at the other 
the stocks ; and, by a singular good fortune, for our sketch, the head 
of an Episcopalian and suspected Catholic was grotest^nely incased 
in the former machine ; while a fellow-criminal who had boister- 
oosly quaffed a health to the King waa confined by the legs in the 
latter." 

But this truly Hudibrastic picture is only the grimly hamo- 
rouB prelude to another of a verj' different nature, upon which is 
founded that story of sin, remorse, and shame, " The Scarlet 
Letter." 

In the throng surrounding the culprits just sketched for us, 
"There was likewise a young woman with no mean shaie of 
beauty, whose doom it was to wear the letter ' A ' on the breast 
of her gown, in the eyes of all the world and her own children. 
And even her own children knew what that initial signified. 
Sporting with her infamy, the lost and desperate creature had 
embroidered the fatal token in scarlet cloth with golden thread 
and the nicest art of needlework ; so that the capital A might 
have been thought to mean Admirable, or anything rather thou 



Mr. Hawthorne telb us that he found the missive from which 
this incident Is drawn, and which subsequently formed the 
groundwork of hia novel, in the room occupied by him in the 
Salem Cuatom-House while ho waa serving as surveyor of 
the port under the veteran General James Miller, — the hero 
of Lundy'fl Lane. In one respect, therefore, the distinguished 
American novelist's life has its analogy to that of Charles I^mb, 
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following whom in his inimitable monologue on the South Sea 
House, which foniwtlie initial chapter to the " Yssayt of Elia" 
oar own cuuntryman, though in a diDerenl spirit^ sketches the 
Old Custom-House and its corps of 8tii>erannuated weigheiv, 
gaugers, and tide-waitera as tlie introduc- 
tory chapter to " The Scarlet Letter." 
Thifl old redbrick edifice, if we except 

Ma latei renovation of its iutorior, stands 
precisely as it did in the novelist's time, — 
the prominent object in a region which it 
is only too evident has seen lietter days, 
but is gradually growing more and more 
ruinoos as every year the houses grow 
grayer and more eboky. The same flag 
waves from the cupola, the sarae eagle, 
much tarnished, however, by the weather, extends its gilded 
wings above the entrance door. The novelist describes it in a 
grimly satirical way as an asylum for decayed politicians, who 
doKed and slept iu easy tranquillity during the hours nominally 
deTotwt to business, there being little to do, except to keep up 
the appearance of official regidarity. The surveyor cuts his 
portraits with a diamond. His desk, showing the marks of a 
nervous or an idle hand visible in many lines and gashea upon 
it, ia preserved among the ouriositiea of Hummer Hall. When 
we look at it, even the hoiu(^j;e due to genius can hardly pre- 
vent a feeling of pity rising for the life that was so long overcast 
by the gloom of unfulfilled aspirations, so embittered by the 
tardiness of a. recognition which came too late. 

Not far from the Custom-Houae, in a narrow by-street, is the 
ancient wowlen tenement in which tlie novelist was bom. We 
pass, as it were, through a comer of the eighteenth century, of 
which this house ia indubitably a relic It is an bumble dwell- 
ing, with humble surroundings. Here lie wrote many of the 
shorter tales, that it is entirely safe to say have now more readers 
than when they first mw the light, and many more that he tells 
ns wore committed to the flames ; here he kept that long and 
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weary vigil while Traitiug for the alow dawning of his fame ; 
and here he tells us that it was won. 

To these early stni^les, ending with repeated diaappointment, 
ia doubtleas to be ascribed the indifference with which Haw- 
thorne speaks of the city of hia birth. He refers hia return to 
it from time to time to a sort of fatality which he passively 
obeyed. Though indeed ho admits a certain languid attrac' 
tion to it, we can hardly distinguish it from repulsion, so inti- 
mately do these opposite feehngs mingle in the currant. Yet 
the same hand that penued " The House of the Seven Gables " 
and the " Old Custom-House " puts the early history of Salem in 
a nutshell in " Main Street ;" and it also gave us those fascinat- 
ing chapters of ravery, " Sights from a Steeple " and "A Rill 
from the Town-Pump," — all drawn from the associations of 
the master's birthplace. 

But to speak of things as they are, " The Scarlet Letter " was 
realty one of those ingenious methods of punishment, almost 
Satanic in their conception, winch disgrace the criminal annals 
of the Colony. For dilferent offences a different letter was pre- 
scribed, to be worn as well in private as in public, -— the wearer 
thus being made, perhaps for a lifetime, the living record of hia 
or her own infamy. The drunkard wore a capital letter D, the 
criminal convicted of incest an I, of heresy an H, and of adultery 
an A, sewed on the arm oi breast ; and this accusing insignia was 
forbidden to be removed upon pain of a severer penalty, if such 
a thing were possible. Many a poor sinner thus wore hia heart 
upon his sleeve, " for daws to peck at." 

The noveliat, by instinct, seized upon one of the most strik- 
ing episodes of the hard Puritan life. The scene of his tale ia 
laid, not in Salem, but in Boston, As we have said, the sketch 
of " Endicott and the Red Cross " contains the germ of this 
story, which afterward became in the author's hands the work 
generally conceded to be his greatest. 

Although Hawthorne makes bit slight use of the witchcraft 
biatory in constructing his " House of the Seven Gables," the 
opening chapter of that remarkable story shows him to have 
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been familiar with it. But not witb standing the apparent adher- 
eoce to truth there, contrived witb such consummate art aa to 
fix the impression in the reader's mind that the legend of the 
old I^cheon family is derived from some authentic source, it 
will be better to regard the author's statement, made in his own 
characteristic way, " that the reader, according to his own pleas- 
nte, may either disregard, or allow it to float imperceptibly about 
the characters and events for the sake of picturesque effect." 
Thus by freely availing himself of the names of actual person- 
ages whose history is ortfully interwoven vith occurrences that 
have really happened, and again by associating these witb local 
descriptions of lare fidelity, the wiabed-for eifect of solid reahty 
is produced, and the story proceeds on a chain of circumstantbl 
evidence whose strength lies solely in the master-hand that fab- 
ricated it, link by Lnk, from the materials of his own rich fancy. 
In the concluding words of his preface, the author, with singular 
frankness, when his purpose is considered, again disenthralls the 
minds of his auditors of the effect which be was quick to see 
that his peculiar method must inevitably produce therein. But 
as a preface is always the last thing written, bo it notoriously is 
the last to be read ; and thus has the author's apology for introdu- 
cing names which struck his fancy, and for connecting them with 
scenes familiar to bim from boyhood, so far failed of its pur- 
pose, that people still persist in prying into the antecedents of a 
family, distinguished in the early annals of New England, on 
whose escutcheon no stain or stigma is known to rest ! 

After this explanation it will be scarcely necessary to observe 
that the words which are put into the mouth of Jfatthew Maule 
at the moment he is ascending the fatal ladder, a condemned 
and abhorred wizard, and which form the underlying motive of 
the " House of the Seven Gables," — the blight of an evil destiny 
passing from generation to generation, — were as a matter of 
fact really spoken by Sarah Good, not to Colonel Pyncheon, but 
to the Reverend Nicholas Noyes, who most cruelly and wickedly 
embittered her last moments by telling her that she was a mis- 
erable witch. And it was to him she made the memorable 
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reply that " if ho took away bet life, God would give him blood 
to diink." 

There is, however, reason for auppoaing, since it has been so 
minutely described, that the house of the seven gables was 
at leaat anggested by that of Pliilip Englisli, who waa near 
becoming a martyr to the witchcraft horror himaelf. What ia 
clearer still, is that the novelist baa laid several of the old 
Colonial houses, both in Salem and Boston, under contribution 
for whatever might embellish liia description, which is certainly 
no invention, but is a true picture of the early architecture even 
in its minutest details. But in such an unreal atmosphere as 
surrounds it, we are not sure that the bouse itaelf may not turn 
out to be an illusion of the mirage created by an effort of the 
weird romancer's will. Its appearance is thus portrayed in the 
opening words of the romance, — 

" There it rose, a little withdrawn from the line of the atreet, but in 
pride, not modesty. Its whole visible SKterior wofl ornamented with 
quaint figures, conceived in the grotesq^ueness of a Gothic fancy, 
and drawn or stamped in the glittering plaster, composed of lime, 
pebbles, and bits of glass, with which the woodwork of the walls was 
overspread. On every side the seven gables pointed sharply towards 
the sVy, and presented the aspect of a whole sisterhood of edificea, 
breathijig through the spiracles of one great chimney. The many 
lattices, with their small, dinmond-shaped panes, admitted the sun- 
light into hall and chamber, while nevertheless the second story, 
projecting far over the base, and itself retiring beneath the third, ■ 
threw a shadowy and thonphtful Rloom into the lower rooms. Carved 
globes of wood were affiled under the jutting atones. Little spiral 
roda of iron beautified each of the seven peaks. On the (riangular 
portion of the gable, that fronted next the street, was a dial, put up 
that very morning, and on which the sun was still marking the pas- 
sage of the first bright hour in a history that was not destined to he 
all so bright" 
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THE ESCAPE OF PHILIP ENGLISH. 

THK etorj of Philip EngUsb and hia wife is quit« as veil 
wortbj' a romance as the house in which tbey lived. We 
can moreover, answer for ita strict truth. 

During the time of the witchcraft delusion at the Village, the 
victims were in nearly every case people in the humblest walk of 
life. Philip English of Salem was the first person of superior 
Btatiou to he attainted by this persecution, which, like a wolf 
that is maddened by the taste of blood, began to grow bolder in 
pursuit of its victims. 

Philip Engliah bad emigrated to America from the island of 
Jersey. Having found a<4)ome in the family of Mr. William 
HollingswortL, a wealthy inhabitant of Salem, he formed the 
ocqutuntonce of Mr. HoUingswort<h's only child, Susanna, who, 
as is evident from her history, besides having received from her 
&ther an education superior to the usual requirements of that 
day, possessed rare endowments of mind and person. The 
acquaintance ripened into mutual affection, and in due time 
Philip English married the daughter of his friend and patron. 
He too became in time a rich and eminent merchant. 

In April, 1692, the terrible accusation fell like a thunderbolt 
upon this happy home. The wife and mother was the iirat 
victim to the creduhty or malignity of her neighbors. In the 
night the officer entered her bedchamber, read his fatal war- 
rant, and then surrounded the house with guards, intending to 
carry her to prison in the morning. Mrs. English gave herself 
up for lost. With supreme heroism, however, she gathered her 
stricken fomily together in the morning to its usual devotions, 
gave directions for the education of her children, clasped them 
to her bosom, kissed them, and then, commending them and her- 
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self to Guii, baile iheiii farewelL She wits then taken by ihs 
sheriff before tlie aittiug magistrates, Halhome and Curwen, 
who comniitted ber to Salem jail as a witch. Hur lirmiieas is 
memorable. A little later her husband was alsi> accused by a 
poor bednddert creature. He coiici.-aled himself for a time ; but 
at length he came forward, gave bimaelf up, and deuauded the 




FHTLIF KNGLISU S HOUSK, S&LEU. 

privilege of sharing bis wife's £ate. The two were imiuured in 
the surae dungeon to await the solemn farce of a trial. The 
prisou being crowded to overflowing, English and his Wife 
were, through the intercesaion of friends, removed to tbe Jail iu 
Boston, where for six weeks they endured tbe dismal pro3i>eet 
of dying together upon the scaffold. 
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But furtuuatelf fur tliuni, un<l in oousequeuce, doubtlcaa, of 
the fkct that English was a merchant uf property, and a perttun 
of known probity, fau and liifi unfortunate wife were admitted 
to bait, being allowed the privilege of the town by day, on 
oouditioD of punctually returning to tbo prison at uiglit, to Ut 
locked up aguin until tlm 'following morning. Thougli no- 
dering their condition more tolerable, thia did not make it 
the less hopeless. They were viniteJ in thuir prison by some 
of the most eminent clurgymen of the town, one of whom, 
the Reverend Joshua Moody, — peace to his memory! — mani- 
fested the deepest interest in their spiritual and temporal wel- 
fare. This good man, whose sound head refused to admit the 
prevailing delusion, while his equally sound heart litted him for 
deeds of mercy, like that upon which he was now bent, went to 
the prison on tlio day before English and liia wife were to bo 
taken back to Salem for trial, and invited them to attend at pub- 
lic woratiip in his church. They went. 

When he ascended tjie pulpit, the clergyman announced 
as his text this verse, having a peculiar significance to two of 
his hearers : " If they persecute you in one city, llee into 
another ! " 

In his discourse, the preacher justified, with manly courage 
and directness, any and every attempt to escape from the forms 
of justice when justice itself was being violated in them. 
After the service was over, the minister again visited the prison- 
ers in their cell, and asked English pointedly whether he had 
detected the meaning of liis sennon of the morning. Englisli 
liesitatiug to commit himself, Mr. Moody frankly told him that 
liis own lifo and that of his wife were in danger, and that he, 
looking this in the face, ought to provide for an escape without 
losing a moment. English could not believe it; it was too 
monstrous. " God will not suffer them to hurt me," he said in 
this conviction. 

"What," exclaimed bis wife, "do you not think that they 
who have suffered already were innocent 1" 
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"Why, then, may we not Buffer alaol Take Mr. Moody's 
advice ; let us fly." 

To make an end of this indecision, proceeding from the fear 
that flight would be quickly conetmed to mean guilt, Mr. Moody 
then unfolded his ])lan. He told the leluctant English that 
everything necessary for his escape had been already provided : 
that the Governor, Sir Williaiu Phips, was in the eacmt, and 
countenanced it; that the jailer had his instructions to open 
the prison doors ; and that, finally, all being in readiness, at 
midnight a conveyance, funiished by friends who were in the 
plot, would come to carry them away to a place of security. 
Id fact every precaution that prudence could suggest or fore- 
see, or that influence in high places could secure, had been 
taken by this noble and aelf-sacrihcing Christian man in order 
to prevent the shedding of innocent blood. He procured let- 
ters, under Sir Willinm'a o\vn liand and seal, to Governor 
Fletcher of New York, thus provi<Iiug for the fugitives, first 
a safeguard, and nest an inviolable asylum. Finally, he told 
English plainly tbat if he did not cany bis wife ofl', he, 
Moody, would do so himself. The attair was arranged on the 

At the appointed time the prison doors were unbarred, tlie 
prisoners camo out, and while tJie solemn stillness of midnight 
brooded over the afflicted town, they fled from persecution in 
one city into another. 

Governor Flctclier took the homeleaa wanderers into his oi\-n 
mansion, where he made them welcome, not as fugitives from 
justice, but as exiles fleeing from persecution. They were enter- 
tained as the most honored of guests. The next year Philip 
English retume<l home. The storm of madness bad passed by, 
leaving its terrible marks in many households. Hie own was 
destineil to feel its consequences in a way to turn all his joy 
into sorrow. Within two years from the time she was .om 
from her home to answer the charge of felony, Mrs. Eng- 
lish died of the crael treatment she had received. Mr. Moody's 
course was commended by all discerning men, as it deserved ; 
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but he felt the angry resentment of the multitude, among whom 
a>me persona of high rank were included. In consequence of 
this peiBecutioD he returned to his old chaise at Portsmouth, 
New Hampshire, the next yeai after his successful iuterpo- 
sitioD to save >1t. and Mra. English from the executioner's 
hands. 

Such is the tradition long preserved in the English family. 
Philip English's granddaughter became Susanna Hathorne, — 
which was the original way of spelling the name subsequently 
borne by the novelist. Nathaniel Hawthorne had thus on one 
side for an ancestor the implacable persecutor of those to whom 
he was afterwaid to be related by intermarriage, thus furoish- 
ing the idea he has so ingeniously worked out in the "Huuse of 
the Seven Gables." 

Having given an extract from Hawthorne's story of " Endicott 
and the lied Cross," we may as well tell, with his help, the 
story itself. 



ENDICOTT AND THE RED CROSS. 

IN !G34 one of the newly arrived ships brought from Eng- 
land a copy of the commission grouted to the two Arch- 
bishops and ten of the Council to regulate all plantations, to 
call in alt patents, to make laws, raise tithes and portions for 
ministers, to remove and punish governors, and to hear and 
determine all causes atid inflict all puuishiueuts, even to the 
death-penalty. This plenary power, the Colonists were advised, 
was levelled at them ; ships and soldiers were said to be pre- 
paring in England to bring over a royal governor and to give 
effect to the mucb-ilreaded commission. A more distasteful 
piece of intelligence than this could hardly be imagined. It 
struck at once at the loot of all their liberties, and it quickly 
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aronaed the spiiit of Teaistance in full vigor. The work of eiect- 
ing fortificatioiiB was hastened. A Bolemn conHultatiuii between 
the magiatratea and tlie ministera 
leaulted in the determination to 

defend themselves against these 
innovations b; force if there was 
a prospect of succeas, or by tem- 
porizing if there were none. Only 
in the fourth year of ite exiatence, 
the Colon; now stood on tlie 
verge of open rebellion ; and while 
tbu3 in daily apprehension of the 
total subversion of the govern- 
ment, an act coming very littlo 
short of treasonable was per- 
formed. 

At the November court com- 
plaint waa made by Richard 

Brown, of Watertown, that the Colony flag had been defaced 
at Salem by cutting out part of the red cross. No action was 
taken at this court, but at the next, Endicott, the old governor, 
was called upon to answer for the defacement. The cause that 
he alleged for the net was that the cross was the hated emblem 
and banner of Popeiy. Opinion being divided, some ui)holding 
and others censuring, the cause was again postponed ; and in the 
meantime the newly created military commission ordered all the 
ensigns to be laid aside, bo that the Colony was now without 
any flag at all. 

At the next court-, which was one of election, Jolm Haynca 
waa chosen governor and Richard Bellingham deputy-governor. 
Endicott was ]p(t this time out of the number of assistants ; and 
lieing again called upon to defend his mutilating the ejisign, was 
lepnmandcd, and disqualified from holding office for a yc.ir. 
Letters disavowing the act were written to England. To allay 
the excitement growing out of this affair, it was seriously 
proposed to BubBtitntc the red and white rose for the cross 
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in the colois. The military commiseion afterward, in the 
exercise of ita powers, left out the cross in the colors borne 
by the Colony troops, and 
caused a flag having the 
King's arms to be raised over 
the castle in Boston Ha^ 
bor. This leads us to ob- 
serve tliat tlie fathers of the 
Colony were making rapid 
strides towards independence. 
They had first rufused to 
tolerate the only form of re- 
ligious worship rec(^nized by 
the laws of their country, 
liad disobeyed a royal man- 
date, and had at length exer- 
cised the sovereignty of an 
independent State by adopt- 
ing a Hag of their own. 

With this preamble we 
can take up understandin-;]y 
■Hawthorne's tale, and from this point it is he who speaks ; — 

" Such was the aspect of the times when the fuldfl of an EngliHli 
banner, with the red cross in its field, wew flnn« out over a com- 
pany of Puritans. Their leader, tlie famous Eudicott, ivn» a man 
of stem and resolute countenance, tlie effect of wliidi was lieiglit- 
enctl by a grizzled beard that swept the upper portion of Iiis bn^ost- 

Having concluded a fiery harangue to liis soldiers, in which 
he acqniunts tbem with the dangers menacing the unrestrained 
liberty of conscience they have hitherto eiy'oyed, — 

" Enilicott gazed round at the excited countenances of the people, 
now full of hLa own spirit, and then turned suddenly to the standiird- 
bearcr, who stood close behind him. 

"'Officer, lower your banner!' said he. 
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"The o£Bc«r ubeyeU ; nnd brandisbing bis eword, Endicott thnut 
it tbruiigb the cloth, und with his left hand rent the red cma com* 
pletely out of the banner. He then waved the tattered eiisiga above 
his head. 

" ' Sacril^ioua wretch ! ' cried the High Churuhmaii in the pillory, 
uiiable longer to restrain hiniaelf, ' thou hmt rejected the symbol of 
our holy religion ! * 

" ' Treason, treaflon ! ' roared the royalist in the stocks. ' He hath 
ilefoced the King's banner !' 

" ' Before God and man I will avouch the deed,' answered Endi- 
cott. ' Beat a flourish, drummer ! — about, Boidiera and people ! — in 
honor of the ensign of New England. Neither Pope nor Tyrant hath 

" With a cry of triumph, the people gave their Bonotion to one of 
the boldest exploits which our history records. And forever honored 
hv the name of Endicott ! We look bock through the mist of ages, 
and recognize, iu the rending of the red cross from New England's 
banner, the Arst omen of that deliveram^ which our fathers consum- 
mated, after the bone» of the stem Puritan had lain more than a 
century in the dusi." 

In the King's " Missive," Whittier commemorates briefly tlie 
same incident of history. 



CASSANDRA SOUTIIWICK. 

ANOTHER Salem legend recalls the dork day of Quaker 
persecution vividly before us. It is anotlier story of 
the cruelties jiorpetmtcd upon thb sect, whose innovations upon 
the forms of religious worship establiah(?<l in the Puritan Colony 
and made part of its fundamental law, were regarded and pun- 
ished as heresies threatening the stability of ita iustitutions, — 
with what incredible rigor the records show. 

The Quaker poet has taken this sad chapter for the theme of 
his poem entitled " Cassandra Soutliwick," and oa the legitimate 
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avenger of the cruel wrongs inflicted bo long ago ujioo the auf- 
feriug Friende, he now applies the lash unsparingly to the mem- 
ory of those who acted prominent parts in commencing these 
barbarities. This ntay bo called poetic justice in its most literal 
sense. 

We will not ask whether, in obeying the impulse to right one 
wrong, the poet in presenting this caae bus done full juatice to 
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the spirit of history. His is a righteous indignation, to whioh 
every symputbetic heart quickly respotids. Nevertheless it 
should be said, in passing, that the sins of the rulers were 
those of a majority of the peojilii, who, by first ranking the laws 
against the Quakers, and then consenting to their enforcement, — 
upon the maxim tliat a house divided against itself cannot stand, 
— are the really guilty objects of this posthumous arraignment. 
Endicott, Norton, Riiwson, and the others were but the agents. 



CASSANDRA, SODTHWICK. 1S5 

To constTLict his poem, to eeoure in advance for his themo the 
greatest possible sympathy, the poet has centred oui attention 
upon a woman, — a maiden ia whom faith and fortitude are 
strongly and beautifully deTeloped, and who in the midst of her 
sufferings — foe her tender back has felt the lash — confronts 
her peraecntoK with the calm resignation of a Christian martyr 
anil tlie spirit of a Joan of Ai«. 

We cannot help it if much of the glamour thus thrown around 
the legendary tale should disappear in our plain, unvarnished one. 
But it shall speak for itself. Cassandra Southwick was the wife 
of Laurence Soutliwick, a citizen of Salem in the year 1G56. 
They were a grave couple, advanced in years, and had three 
grown up children, — Provided, a daughter; and Josiah and 
Daniel, their sons. The whole family united with the Society 
of Friends, fell under suspicion, and were included in the per- 
Becution which resulted in their being driven from their homes 
into exile and death. The parents being banished from the 
Colony upon pain of death, they fled to Shelter Island, where 
they lived only a short time, one dying within three days' time 
of the other, and bcqueatLing the memory of their wrongs to 
their children. 

While the aged couple and Josiah, the son, were languishing 
in Boston juil, Provided and Daniel being left at home, — jire- 
sumnbly in want, since the cattle and household gooils had 
already been distrained, in order to satisfy tite tines repeatedly 
imposed upon them by the courts — these two, who in the nar- 
rative are called children, were also fined ten pounds for not 
attending public worship at Salem. 

To get this money, tlio General Court sitting at Boston issued 
this order : — 

" Whereas Daniel and Pn)viiW Southwick, son and daughter lo 
Laurence Southwitk, have been fined by the County Courts at Walein 
and I]K«-icli, pretemiinH llicy have no eatates, resolving not to work ; 
an<t others Iikcwi<ie have l>ccn fined, and iii'ire [are] like to be fl]ie<l, 
for silling with the Quakers, and absenting tbeinxelves from the public 
ornliiiiuu-i.'*, — in answer to a ipiestion what course ehnll be taken fur 
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the aatiafaction of tbe Sues, the Court, on perusal or the law, title 
'AireatB,' resolve, that the treasurers of the several counties are, and 
shall hereby be, empowered to sell the said persons to auy of the 
English nation at VirgiaU or Barbodoes." 

Joseph Beese, in hia account of the atlair, goes on tu state 
that, — 

" Pursuant t« this order, Edward Butter, one of the tieasurers, to 
get something of tbe booty, sought out for passage to sund tbem to 
Barl)adoes for sale i but none were willing to take or carry them. 
Aiid a certain master of a ship, to put tbe thing olT. pretended that 
they would spoil all the ship's company ; to which Butter replied, 
' No, you need not fear that ; for they are poor, harmless creatures, 
and will not hurt anybody.' 

" ' Will they not so 1 ' repKed the shipmaster ; ' and will you offer 
to make slaves of such harmless creatures V 

" Thus Butter, notwithstanding his wicked intention, when he could 
get no opportunity to send them away, the wiiiter being at hand, sent 
tbem home E^n to shift for themselves." 

This ie the account that is followed by Whittier in " Cassan- 
dra Southwick." The parents were, as we have said, banished. 
Josiah, who had been whipped from town to town at the cart'a 
tail, fined, imprisoned, and finally banished, went over to Eng- 
land, there to give testimony against his oppressors. But while 
neither the Quaker maiden nor her brothet was actually sold 
into bondage, it was only a few months later that t]ie former 
was scourged ujKin the bate back and again committed to prison. 

In tlio poet's tiands these incidents are woven into a narra- 
tive of deepest pathos and fervor ; and though the coloring is 
heightened, it will be observed that the incidents themselves are 
nearly all true, the poet having arranged them to suit his own 
fancy. The girl lies on her pallet awaiting the fuliilment of the 
sentence she is to undergo on the moiTow. She stands in the 
market-place in the presence of a gaping crowd. She turns with 
withering scorn upon the niiiiiHtf^r who is whispering counsel 
or supjwrt into Enilicott's ear. Her innocence, her beauty, and 
tier sufferings plead for her in the hearts of those who have 
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come to deride, perhaps to iusult, her. One burst of honest 
wrath quickly turns the scale in her favor. No one will take 
her sway. The iniquitous pivceedings aie stopped, and the 
Quaker maiden walks away from the spot free, as if by the 
intervention of a miracle. 

Slow broke the gray ceRl momuig ; again the sunshine fell, 
Flecked with the shade of bar and grate within my lonely cell ; 
The hoar-froBt melted on the wall, and upward from the street 
Came careless laugh and idle word, and tread of passin^j feet. 

At length the heavy bolts fell back, my door was open cast, 
And slowly at the sherUTs side, up the long street I passed ; 
I heard the muimnr round me, and felt, but dared not see. 
How, from every door and window, tlie people gmed on me. 

And there were ancient citizens, cloak-wrapped and grave a:id cold, 
And grim and stout sea-captains with faces bronzed and old, 
And oil bis horse, with Bawson, his cruel clerk, at bond. 
Sat dark and haughty Eudicott, the ruler of the land. 

Then to the stout sea-captains the sheriif, turning, said, — 
'Which of ye, worthy seamen, will lake this Quaker maidt 
In the Isle of fair Barbadoen, or uu Virginia's slinro. 
You may bold her at a bigber price than Indian girl or Moor." 

A weight seemed lifted from my heart,— a pitying friend was nigb, 
I felt it in Lis bard, rough banJ, luid sow it in bis eye ; 
And when again the sheriff spoke, that voice, bo kind to me, 
Growled back its stormy answer like the roaring of the sea, — 

" Pile my ship with bars of silver, —pack with coins ol Spanish gold, 
Prom keel-piece up to deck-plank, the roonmge ol ber bold. 
By the living God who made me I — I would sooner in your bay 
Sink ship and crew and corgo, than bear this child away ! " 

I looked on hangbty Eudicott ; with weapon ball-way drawn, 
Swept round the throng his lion glare of bitter bate and ncom ; 
Fiercely he drew his bridle-rein, anil turned in silence iiack. 
And sneering priest and baflled clerk rode murmuruig in bis track. 
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THE WITCHCRAFT TRAGEDY. 

THE place where a great crime lias been committed has 
always something strangely fascinating about it. Accursed 
thoi^h it may be, repulsive as its associations generally are, yet 
most people will go a greater distance to see the locality of a 
murder than they would take the trouble to do for any other 
purpose whatfloever. The house where a great man has been 
bom is often quite unknown and unvisited even in its own 
neighborhood ; the bouse that is associated with a murder or a 
homicide never is. 

Charles Lamb hits the nail fairly on tlie head — and he 
is speaking not of New, but of Old, England — when lie says 
that, — 

" We are too hasty when we set down our ancestors in llie gross for 
fools for the monstrons inconsistencies (as they seem to ua) inviilvetl 
in their cree<l of witchcraft. In the relations of this visilile world we 
find them to have been aa rational and shrewd to detect an historic 
anomaly as ourselves. But when once the invisible world was aHi>- 
posed to be opened, and the lawless agency of bad spirits assumed, 
what measures of probability, of decency, of fitness or ]>rojii.)]'tio]i, — 
of that which distinguixhes the likely from the palixibtc alisuni, — 
conld they have to guide tliem in the rejection or aiIiuis.<tioii of any 
particidar testimony 1 That maidens pined away, wasting inwardly 
as tlieir waxen images cousumwl before a fire ; that com was lrHlge<l 
and cattle lamed ; tliot whirlwinds nptore in diabolic revtliy the 
OokR of the fiitest ; or that spits and kettles only danced a fearful 
innocent vagary alout some rustic's kitchen when no wind was stir- 
riiiK. — were all oiually probable where no law of agency was under- 
stood." 

This is the judgment of a keenly analytical and thoughtful 
mind, expressed with the large-hearted human sympathy with 
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which he was endowed. It deak with the universally pievalent 
belief in witchcraft. To reiuforce this with the views of an able 
and dieciimiuatiiig jurist will not be deemed out of place here. 

"We may lament, then," say? Judge Story In hia Centeniiial Ad- 
dress at Salem, " the errors of the times which led to these prosecu- 
tions. But surely our oaceatont had no special reasoos for shame in 
8 belief which had the universal sanction of their own and all former 
ages ; which counted in its train philosophers as well as enthusiasts ; 
which was graced by the learning of prelates as well as the counte- 
nance of kings ; which the law supported by its mandates, and the 
porest judges felt no compunctions in enforcing. Let Witch Hill 
remain forever lueniamble by thin sod catastrophe, not to perpetuate 
our dishonor, but as au affecting, enduring proof of human intirmity, 
— a proof that perfect justice belongs to one judgiuent-seat only, — 
that which is linked to the throne of God." 

What was this belief, then, which had such high moral and 
legal sanction 1 It was this, — That the Devil might and did 
personally appear to, enter into, and actively direct, the every- 
day life of men. And he did this without the intervention of any 
of those magical arts or conjurations such as wcro once thought 
indispensable to induce him to put in an appearance. For this 
there was .Scripture authority, chapter and verse. He was sup- 
posed to come sometimes in one form, sometimes in anotlier, to 
tempt his victims with the promise tliat upon tbeir signing a 
contract to become his, both bmly and soul, they eboiild want 
for nothing, and thut he would undertake to revenge tliem upon 
all their enemies. The traditional witch wiis usually some de- 
crepit old village crone, of a sour ond malignant temper, who 
was OS thoroughly hated as feared ; but this did not exclude men 
from sharing in the power of becoming noted wizards, — though 
from the great number of women who were accused, it woidd 
appear that the Arch-Enemy usually preferred to try his arts 
upon the weaker and more impressible sex. I'he fatal compact 
was consummated by the victim registering hia or her name in 
a book or upon a scroll of parchment, and with bis own blood. 
Tbe form of these contracts is nowhere preserved. Sometimes, 
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U ia instanced in the n^otiation between Oliver Cromwell and 
the Devil before the Battle of Worcester, there was a good deal 
of haggling. The bargain being concluded, Satan delivered to 
bis new recruit an imp or familiar spirit, wliich Booietimes bad 
the form of a cat, at othere of a mole, of a bird, of a miller-fly, or 
of some other insect or animal. These were to come at call, do 
Buch mischief as they should be commanded, and at stated times 
be permitted to suck the wizard's blood. Feeding, suckling, or re- 
warding these imps waa by the law of England declared Felont. 

Witches, according to popular belief, had tbe power to ride at 
will through the air on a broomstick or a spit, to attend distant 
meetings or sabbaths of witches ; but for this purpose they must 
first have anointed themselves with a certain magical ointment 
given to them by the Fiend. This is neither more nor kss than 
what our forefathers believed, what was solemnly incorporated 
into the laws of the land, and what was as solemnly preached 
from the pulpit. A perusal of the witchcraft ci ami nations shows 
118 how familiar even children of a tender age were with all the 
forms of this most formidable and fatal, but yet not u)inccouut' 
able, superstition. 

In the course of those remarkable trials at Salem, several of 
the accused persons, in older to save their lives, confessed to hav- 
ing signed their names in the Devil's book, to having been bap- 
tized by him, and to having attended midnight meetings of 
witches, or sacraments held upon the green near the ndnistcr's 
house, to which they came riding through tho air. They ad- 
mitted that he had sometimes appeared to them in ihe form of 
a black dt^ or cat, sometimes in that of a horse, and once as 
"a fine grave man,' but gencnilly as a black man of scvcri' 
aspect. These fables show the prevalent form of tbe belief 
among the people. It was generally held to be imiwssible for 
a witch to say the Lord's Prayer correctly ; and it is a matter of 
record that one woman, while under examination, was put to 
this test, when it was noticed that in one place she substituted 
some words of her own for those of the prayer. Such a failure 
of memory was considered, even by some learned judges, as a 
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old highway through which the dreadful infection spread from 
house to house unto the remote corners of the ancient shire, until, 

as we read, there were forty men of Andover that 
could raise the devil as well as any astrologer. 
Here too is the site of the old meeting-house, in 
which those amazing scenes, the witchcraft exami- 
nations, took place. A little farther on we come to 
the spot of ground, as yet unbuilt upon, where the 
Parsonage with the lean-to chamber stood. The 
sunken outlines of the cellar are still to be seen, 
and oven some relics of the house itself remain 
in the outbuildings attached to the Wadsworth 
mansion, which overlooks the " Witcli-Ground," 
and which was built in the same year that the 
old Parsonage was pulled down. It was in this 
** Ministry House," as it was then called, that the 
circle of young girls met, whose denunciations, 
equivalent to the death-warmnt of the accused 
person, soon overspread the land with desolation 
and woe ; and it M'as here that the alleged 
midnight convocations of witclies met to celebrjite 
their unholy sacraments, and to renew their sol- 
emn league and covenant with Satan, in dniuglits 
of blood, and by inscribing their names in his 
fatal book. 
It makes one sick at heart to think of a child only eleven 
years old, such as Abigail Williams was, taking away the 
lives of men and women who had always bonie unblemished 
reputations among their friends and neighbors, by identifying 
them as having attended these meetings, and of having hurt 
this or that person. These poor creatures could scarcely under- 
stand that they were seriously accused by one so young of a 
crime made capital by the law. But their doubts were soon 
removed. Once they were accused, every man's hand was 
against them. Children testified against their own parents, 
husbands against their wives, wives against their husbands, 
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neighbor agauiBt neighbor. One's blood alternately boils and 
freezes while reading the damning evidence of the record to the 
fatal infatuation of the judges, to their travesty of justice, to their 
pitiless persecution of the priaonera at the bar, and to the over- 
mastering terror that silenced the voice of humanity in this 
stricken community. Panic reigned everywhere supreme. It is 
an amazing history; but, incredible as it seems, it is yet all true. 
Would that it were not 1 

The main features of these trials are so familial' to all, that it 
vill only be necea.sary to refer to the fact tliat eonie hmidreds 
of innoceut persons were thrown into prison, while twenty were 
barbarously executed, at the instauee of some young girls of the 
Vill^e, who went into violent convulsions, real or pretended, as 
soon as they were confronted with the prisoners at the bar. The 
convictions were had upon " spectre " evidence, — that is to say, 
the strange antics of the possessed j;irU were considered as proof 
positive of the criminal power of witchcraft in the accused, — 
shown too in open court, — with which they stood charged. The 
statute assumed that this power could only proceed from a famil- 
iarity or compact with the £vil One, aitd punished it with death. 
The evidence, however, was of two kinds. "When intern^ted 
by the magistrates, the girls first gave their evidence calmly, 
like ordinary witnesses to the criminal acts, and then went into 
their spasms, wliich all believed were caused by the prisoners. 
Their incoherent ravings and outcries were also taken as good 
and valid testimony, and are so recorded. 

These remarkable proceedings are not, however, without a 
precedent. The tragical story of Urbain Grandier develops the 
same characteristics. His [>opularity as a preacher having ex- 
cited the envy of the monks, they instigated some nuns to play 
the part of perwns possessed, and in their convulsions to charge 
GranJier with being the cause of their evil visitation. This 
horrible though absurd charge was sanctioned by Cardinal 
Hichelicu on grounds of personal dislike. Grandicr was tric<l, 
condemned, and burnt ahvc, April 18, 1G34, more than half 
a century earlier than the proceedings occurring at Salem. 
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Though humanity may well revolt at the explanation, the theory 
of imposture, pure and simple, begun and maintained by these 
girls of Salem Villa^, is the one we turn from in dismay as a 
thing not indeed proved, or even admitted, hnt as a haunting 
probability that will not down at our bidding. 



.GILES COREY, THE WIZARD. 

UNDOUBTEDLY the most dramatic incident of this carni- 
val of death was the trial and execution of Giles Corey, 
who, seeing the &te of all those who had preceded him, stub- 
homly refused to plead ; and, to vindicate the majesty of the law 
he had thus dciied, he was condemned to the atrocious ptine forte 
et dure of the Dark Ages. The incredible sentence was carried 
out to the letter; and this miserable prisoner, while yet a liv- 
ing and breathing man, was actually crushed to death under 
the pressure of heavy weights. This is the only instance of 
such a punishment being inflicted in New England. We 
shudder to record it. 

Until the appearance of Mr. Longfellow's " New England 
Tragedies," there had been no serious attempt to make use of 
this sinister chapter for any uther purpose than that of impartial 
history. Poets and novelists seem alike to have shunned it. 
Tlie man to whom all eyes would naturally be tunicd, was de- 
scended from one of the most implacable of the judges, — the 
one, in feet, who had delivered the horrible sentence of the court 
in the case of Giles Corey. In the dramatic veraion the poet 
makes him say: — 

Ghosts of the dead and voices of the living 
Bear witness to your guilt, and you must die ! 
It might have been an easier death ; your doom 
Will be on your own bead, and not on ours. 
Twice more will you \ie questioned of these things. 
Twice more have room to plead or to confess. 
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If you are contumacious to the Court, 
AnJ if when <iuestioncil you refuse to anawer, 
Thea by the statute you will be condemned 
To the peine forte et dure ! — to have your body 
Preaeed by great weights until you shall be dead ! 
And may the Lord have mci«y on your bouI \ 

Owing to the prisoner's indomitable attitude before his judges, 
but few incidonts of this extraordinary trial, or mockery of one, 
remain. The heroic figure of this old man of eighty confront- 
ing jud{;e3 aud accutteis in stoicul silence ia, however, uniquo in 
its grandeur. From this moment ho becomes their peer. Even 
the poet's art could add nothing to the simple recital of the elo- 
quent &ct. But audi an act of suhliuo lieroism is also deeply 
pathetic. Neither the anathema of the Gburcli, the doom pro- 
nounced upon the wife of his bosom, the solemn warniujj's ol 
his judges, thrice repeated, nor the prospect of an ignominious 
deatli could unseal the lips of old Giles Corey, obscure husband- 
man though he was. This amazing fortitude wrung from his 
enemies the title of the Man of Iron. His was one of the last 
of the murders committed in the name of the law, and with him 
was thus crushed out the delusion of which he unquestionably 
was the most remarkable victim. 

The anonymous ballad, written in tlie old manner, and in an 
ironical vein, perpetuates tiie cruel history as concisely and as 
truthfully as the prose accounts do : — 

Giles Corey was a Wizzord strong, 

A stubhum wretch was he ; 
And fitt was be to hung ou high 

Upon the Ijocust-tree. 

So when before the mogistnitcH 

For triall he did come, 
He wniiltl no true confession make. 

But waa cumpleatlie duiube. 
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" Giles Corey," said the Magistrate, 
" What hast thou heare to pleade 

To these that now accuse thy soule 
Of crimes and horrid deed ? " 

Qiles Corey, he said not a worde, 

No single worde spoke he. 
** Giles Corey,'' saith the Magistrate, 

" We 11 press it out of thee." 

They got them then a heavy beam. 

They laid it on his breast ; 
They loaded it with heavy stones, 

And hard upon him prest 

** More weight ! ** now said this wretched man ; 

" More weight 1 " again he cried ; 
And he did no confession make, 

But wickedly he dyed. 

The tradition was long current in Salem that at stated periods 
the ghost of Corey the wizard appeared on the spot where he 
had suffered, as the precursor of some calamity that was impend- 
ing over the community, w^hich the apparition came to announce. 
His shade, however, has long since ceased to revisit ** the f^dimpses 
of the moon," and to do duty as a bugbear to frighten unruly 
children into obedience ; but the memory of this darkest deed 
in New England's annals is a phantom that will not be laid. 



THE BELL TAVERN MYSTERY. 

THE Bell Tavern was a house for the entertainment of man 
and beast situated in the town of Danvere, fronting the 
highroad running through the village, and thus connectinj^ 
its movement and its events with the rest of the world. 8o 
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long ago Bs it was the King's own highway, this road was the 
great artery of New England, through which the blood of its 
commerce, ao to speak, flowed to and from the heart of its 
capital, Boston. Boston Stone was then the centr.d milliaritim 
from which the diverging sections ran north and ran south into 
the most remote parts of the Colonies, — on the south to the 
Carolinas, and to the Kennebec settlements on the north. The 
Bell Tavern, being therefore exactly in the great current of travel 
as well as of events, has naturally a history of ita own. 

The sign of the tavern was a wooden bell, suspended to the 
crossbeam of a post before the door, with this couplet under- 
neath: — 

I '11 toll joa in if yon have need. 
And feed you well and bid you speed. 

When the reader knows that within the limits of Danvers, 
while it was yet a precinct of Salem, the witchcraft tragedies 
were enacted; that General Israel Putnam was born here; that on 
its borders is the remarkable natural curiosity known as Ship 
Rock ; and that it is tlie usual residence of the venerable poet and 
philanthropist, Whittier, — he will see bo many reasons for spend- 
ing some hours in the place, should he ever chance to be in the 
neighborhood. But he will no longer find the Bell Tavern 
there. Thut has disappeared, although ita traditions are still 
most acrnpuloualy presevved. Let us recount one of them. 

The Bell was for some time the residence of Elizabeth 
Whitman, wliose singular story, under the fictitious name of 
Eliza Wharton, excited, forty odd years ago, the sensibilities of 
thousands. In this house she died ; and such was the desire of 
many to obtain some memento of her, that even the stones 
erected over her gmve were near being carried away piecemeal 
When I last visited the spot where she lies, the path leading 
to it was, to judge from appearances, the one in the old ground 
oftenest traversed. This is not strange, for oven in winter, after 
a heavy fall of snow, the path has been kept open by the feet of 
the morbidly curious. I expected to read upon the headstone 
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the words, " Good people, pray for her, she died for love." But, 
as I have said, the stone had been carried off nearly entire. The 
following letter, found after her death among her eti'ects, is, 
however, at once the history and the epitaph of this moat bril- 
liant and gifted, yet most iinfortunate, of beings. After reading 
it, let him who is without sin cast the first stone upon her 
memory : — 

'* Must I die aloue ? Shall I never see you more ? I know that 
you will come, but you will come too late. This h, I fear, my lost 
ability. Tears fall so, I know not how to write. Why did you leave 
me in so much distress ? But I will not reproach you. All that was 
dear I left for you ; but I do not regret it. May Gofl forgive in both 
what was amiss. When I go from heuce, I will leave you some way 
to find me ; if I die, will you come and drop a tear over my grave ? ** 

In the month of June, 1788, a chaise in which were two 
persons, a man and a woman, stopped at tlie door of the Bell 
Tavern. The woman aliglited and entered the house. Her 
companion immediately drove off, and was never again seen in 
the village. It may be easily guessed that the very last place 
for seclusion or mystery was a New England village of a hun- 
dred years ago, since the entire population reganled even the 
presence among them of an unknown person with susi)icion; 
while any attempt at mystification was in effect a spur to the 
curiosity of every idle gossip, far and near. In self-protection 
the laws of hospitality as to the stranger were reversed. To this 
spirit of exclusiveness we doubtless owe the national trait of iu- 
quisitiveness so often ascribed to us. Such, however, was the 
spirit of the laws under which these communities lind grown uj). 
It is true that the stranger was not required to show liis pass- 
port ; but as he valued his own ease, on no account must he 
betray any reticence concerning himself or his affairs. At the 
entrance of each village, as one might say, an invisible but 
watchful sentinel cried out : " Who comes there ? " Should the 
stranger happen to have his secret to guard, so much the worse 
for him. 
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The unknown guest of the Bell — about whom everything — 
ber beauty, grace of manner and address, announced her to 
be a person accustomed to the society of people above the 
ordinary condition of life — desired moat of all to be unno- 
ticed and unmolested. She desired this for peculiar reasons. 
Each day her life steadily darkened ; every hour was bring- 
ing her nearer and nearer to the crisis of her destiny ; every 
moment was an hour of terror and remorse. It was nccessiiry, 
however, to give some acaount of herself, or else suspicion and 
calumny would soon Iw busy ivith her reputation. She there- 
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fore represented that she waa married, and that her husband 
would soon .join her. To help her atoiy — for she, poor soul, 
fenoied that the thin atrataf^em would make all seem right — she 
laid a letter, written and addressed by herself, upon her table, 
where her inquisitive neighbors would be certain to see and 
to read the superscription. Her days were passed at the window 
watching for some one who did not eome. One easily imagines 
what her nights must have been. Once a man who went 
throngh the village was observed to stop before the tavern and 
attentively read the name that the " heoutif ul strange lady " had 
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written on her door as a moaDS of recognition. But when he 
passed on without eutering the house, she waa beard to exclaim, 
"Oh, I am undone)" 

It will be 8uppose<l that tlie mysterious lecliiso of tlie Bell 
Tavern soon became the object of intense curiosity to the people 
of tbe village. TLey saw her sitting at her window, sometimes 
whiling away the beavy hours with her guitar, oi else busily 
plying her needle "iu amoumful muse." When she went out, 
oltl and young, attracted by her graceful form and presence, 
turned to look after her as she walked. But as the months 
wore on, the secret motive for her seclusion could no longer be 
concealed. Yet the one whose coming was the single hope left 
to her despairing soul abandoned her to bear all the odium of 
her situation alone. In this hour of bitterest trial — of two- 
fold desertion and danger — she found, however, one sympa- 
thizing and womanly heart courageous enough to take the 
friendless, forlorn Elizabeth into her own home and to nurse 
her tenderly. There this wTetched mother gave birth t<i a dead 
infant, and there, after a short illness, she died. The letter with 
which this sad story ia i>refiiceJ was cloubtless penned Uj>on her 
death-bed ; yet in this hour of agony she, with rare lidelity, pre- 
served the incognito of her heartless lover to the last ; and what 
is rarer still, granted him, from her soul, a full and free paidon 
for the sacrifice of her honor and life. But this pardon should 
have been his peqietual remorse. These are the closing lines of 
some verees the poor girl destined for his eye. It will be seen 
that her last words wore those of furgivenesa and undying love : — 

O thou! for whose dear sake I bear 
A (loom so dreadful, bo Bcvere, 
May happy fates thy fooisteps guide. 
And n'er thy peaceful home preside. 

Nor let E n's early tomb 

Infect thee with its baleful gloom." 

An unknown hand erected a stone over her grave with this 
inscription : — 
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"This hutnLlestone, in memory of EliaBbetUWIiitmniijia inacribed 
by her weeping frienrls, to whom she endeared hc?raelf by uncommon 
tenderness and atfection. Endowed will) superior gcniuB «id ncquire- 
uiPntB, Bhe was still more enileanMl by huuiilily and benevolence. 
Let candor throw a veil over her frailties, for great wua her charity 
to others. She Buatained the luat piiinful scene (ar from every friend, 
and exhibited an example of calm resignation. Her departure was 
on the 25th of July, a. d. 1786, in the 37th year of her nye, and the 
teats of strangers watered Uer grave.'* 

One would only wish to adJ to thia ; She "loved, not wisely, 
but too well." 
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MAEBLEHEAD: THE TOWN. 



"VFEXT to Swampacott comes Marblehead. Quaiutest and 
_L.l most dilapidated of seaports, one can hardly knock at 
ODf door without encountering a legend or a history. Indeed 
that idea comes uppermost on looking around you. Yet the 
atmosphere is not oppressive, nor are the suggestions gliostly. 
Far otherwise ; you are simply on the tiptoe of expectation. 

Thanks to fortuitous causes, Marblehead retains more of the 
characteristic flavor of the past than any town in New England. 
And here one can revel iu its memories unchecked, seeing so 
little to remind liim of the present. Look at the great body of 
old houses still composing it I Tliere is no mistaking the era to 
which they belong. Once among them, one takes a long stride 
backward into another century, and is even doubtful if he should 
stop there. They are as antiquated as the garments our great- 
grandfathers wore, and as little in accord with modem ideas ; and 
yet they were very comfortable dwellings in their day, and have 
even now a home-like look of solid, though unpretending, thrift. 
They in fact indicate a republic of equality, if not one of high 
social or intellectual refinement We expect to see sailors in 
pigtails, citizens in periwigs, and women in kerchiefs and hobnail 
shoes, all speaking an unintelligible jargon, and all laying violent 
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tongues on the King's English. We are conscious of a certain in- 
congruity between ourselves and this democracy, which is not at 
all disagreeable to ua, nor disparugiiij; to that. 

They have covered a bare and uncoutli cluster of gray ledges 
with houses, and called it Marblehead. These ledges stick out 
everywhere ; there is not enough soil to cover them decently. 
The original gullies intersecting these lodges wei'u turned into 
thoroughfares, which meander about after a most lawless and 
inscrutable fashion. The principal graveyard is situated on the 
top of a rocky hill, where the dead mariners might lie within 
sound of the sea they loved so weU. And we learn that it wad 
chosen because it was a " sightly place." But iu general the 
dead fare no better than the living, they being tucked away iu 
odd corners, here on a bill-top, there in a hollow, the headstones 
seeming always a part of the leilges above which they ri^e in 
straggling groups, stark, gray, and bent with age, intensifying 
a thousand-fold the pervading feeling of saduess and louelineds 
flssociftttil with such places. 

One street carries us along with the present ; the other whisks 
us back into the jiaat again. Wo dive into a lane, and bring up 
ill a blind alley without egress. Does any one know the way 
here, we question 1 We see a crooked crack separating nuvs of 
houses, and then read on a signboanl that it is audi or such a 
street. In an hour we look upon the wliole topography of the 
place as a jest. 

Now and then the mansion of some Colouiid nabob — jierliaps 
a colonel or a magistrate — has secured for itaelf a little breath- 
ing space ; but in general (lie tiouses crowd upon and elbow each 
othi'r in " most admired disonliT.'" The wonder ia that they 
built here at aD, the site was so unjironiising ; but the harbor was 
good, there was room to dry fish, and the sailor-settlers looked 
upon the sea, and not the shore, as being their home. So that 
Alierton's rough fellows, who in 1633 made their rude cabins on 
the harbor's edge, were not looking for farms, but for codiish. 

After looking over the town a while, one comes to the conclu- 
sion that the first-comers must have tossed up copiwrs — always 
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a laTOiite pastime here — fur the choice of building-lots, and 

tben have made their selection regardless of surveyor's lines, 
Aa a consequence, Murblehead is picturesque, but bewildoriug. 
It has a placid little harbor, indented by miniature coves, lighted 
' by a diminutive lighthouse, and defended by a dismantled fort- 
ress without a garrison. Blindfold a stranger, bring him to 
Marblehead, and then remove the bandage, and he would cer- 
tainly exclaim, " This is in the Orkneys, or the Hebrides ! " 

This id what a glance reveals. We have said that nearly 
every dwelling lias its story. It is probable that no other 
spot of ground in the Colonies was so peculiarly adapted to 
the growth of the marvellous as this. The men, and the boys 
too, as soon as they were able to handle an uar, followed the sea, 
while the women did most oi the shore work, taking core of 
and curing the lish, us tliey do to-day in Newfoundland. So 
that in the fishing season the place was nearly as destitute of 
men as the fabulous island that good old Peter Martyr tells about 
in his wonderful " Decades. " Tliat good and true man, the Rev- 
erend John Baniard, the patriarch and good genius of the place, 
tells us that when he lin»t went to Marblehead there was no such 
thing as a proper carpenter, or mason, or tailor, or butcher in 
the place ; all were fishermen. And this was seventy or eighty 
years after settlement began here. For half a century there 
was no settled minister ; and f<ir about the same term of years 
no schoolmaster. To this day no one knows the antecedents 
of these lishermen, or from whence they came. Certain it is 
that they were no part of the Puritan emigration around them ; 
for all accounts agree in styling them a rude, ignorant, lawless, 
and profligate set, scjuaudering with habitual recklessness the 
giiins of each hazardous voyage. Notorious pirates openly walkeil 
tlie streets ; smuggling was carried on like any legitimate occupa- 
tion. In a word, a community going back to as early a day 
as any hero had grown up in the same way that the fiahinj;. 
stations of Newfoundland wore gradually turned into permanent 
settlements, having almost no law and even les-s religion, until a 
missionary appeared in the person of the Reverend John Bamard. 
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The history then changes. In respect to public and private 
morals, Marblehead was really a little NewfoundlantL , and it is 
more than probable, everything being cunsiilered, that its settle- 
ment may be legitimately referred to this island, — the borne of 
a strictly seafaring and sea-subsisting people, hving half of the 
time afloat, and half on shore. 

As for the women, when we read that on a certain Sabbath-day 
two hostile Indians, then held as prisoners in the town, were 
" by the women of Marblehead, as they came out of the meeting- 
house," tumultuously set upon and very barbarously murdered, 
one easily im^nes what the men were like, — and the children 
too, of whom it is soberiy said that they were as profane as their 
fathers. When a stranger appeared in the streets they were in 
the habit of pelting him with stones. All this prepares us 
for tho appearance of John and Mary Dimund as tho legitimate 
outgrowth of such a place, and for those singular customs, and 
the still more singular speech, which two centuries could not 
wholly eradicate. Marblehead, it is quite clear, was neither 
part nor parcel of tho Puritan Commonwealth in any strict 
sense of tho term. It was mid is unique. 

Apropoi of this state of society, although they may put the 
reader's credulity to a harder teat than is usual, let us give one 
or two ejtamples of olden superstition, in order to i)lace him 
more or less in accord with the spirit of the times t<j which our 
poets and our novelists have given so much attt'ution. It will 
readily be seen that there is little need to have recourse to the 
imagination ; truth is indeed stranger than fiction. 

The belief that it is a good omen to see the new moon over 
one's right shoulder is still universal. Yet this is merely a relic 
of ancient superstition, although few, perhaps, would be willing 
to admit that it had any influence, either direct or indirect, upon 
their future welfare. But our forefathers thought otherwise. 
Among the early chronicles of Lynn is one giving an account of 
" an honest old man " who, " as it began to ho darkish," went 
out to look for the new moon, when he espied in tlie west 
a strange black cloud, in which presently appeared a complete 
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man-at-arms, stonding with his legs a little apart, and holding 
hJB pike thrown across his breast in a most martial attitude. 
The man then called his wife and others to behold this marreL 
After a while the man in the cloud vanished ; but he was imme- 
diately succeedud by thd apparition of a stately ship under fall 
sail, although she remained stationary in the heavens. The 
black hull, the lofty stern, the brightly gleaming sails, the taper- 
ing mast, from which a loi^ resplendent pennon streamed, were 
as plainly distinguished as were those of the ships then riding ia 
the harbor. " This," in the words of the narrative, "was seen 
for a great space, both by these and others of ye same town." 

The good old English custom of saluting the new moon with 
the following propitiatory address, to which the "pale goddess" 
was supposed to give ear, — 

All hail to the Mooni all hail to thee ! 
I prythee, good Moon, reveal to me 
This night who my busbond must be, — 

had its counterpart in ^farblehead, where, on the nights when a 
new moon was to appear, the unmarried young women would 
congregate at some houses in the neighborhood for the purpose 
of having a peep into futurity ; and after hanging a huge pot of 
tallow on the crane over the blazing logs, would then drop, one 
by one, iron hob-nails into the boiling fat, in the firm belief that 
the young man who should come in while this charm was work- 
ing would inevitably be the future husband of the fair one who 
dropped the nails. 

At other times the young woman who had a longing to pry into 
the unknown would go to au upper window of the house, and 
when no one saw her would throw a ball of yam into the street, 
in the belief that the lucky youth who first picked it up was the 
man she would marry. All the terrors of the laws against it could 
not prevent women from trying the efficacy of magical art in elu- 
cidating the, to them, most interesting of all questions. In those 
" good old times " a wedding was a season of unrestrained merry- 
making fur a whole week together. Little ceremony was used. 
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Everybody who chose might attend, and when, at a late hour, the 
guests were ready to depart, the bride aud groom being first put 
to bed, the entire company, regardless of the bluehes or screams of 
the bride^ marched round the nuptial couch, throwing old shoes, 
stockings, and other missiles of established pot«ncy in such cases, 
at the newly wedded couple^ by way of bringing them good luck. 

" Stories of phantom ships seen at sea befiire the loss of a ves- 
sel, of the appearance on the water of loved ones who hod died 
at home, of footsteps and voices heard mysteriously in the still 
hours of the night and cciming as warnings fn>m another world, 
of signs and omens wliich foretold the approaching death of 
some ^member of the family, or prophecies whispered by the 
winds, that those who were away on the mighty deep would find 
a watery grave," were interwoven with, and allowed to have an 
active influence upon, the lives of these people. 

Such a place wouhl as a matter of course have its i>art in the 
"Terror" of 1692, — the fiital witehcraft delusion. The witch 
of Marblehead was an old crone by the name of Wilmot Itedd 
(or R«kI), but more generally known aud feared as "Mammy 
Itodd, the witch." Tliis woman was believed to possess the 
power of malignant teuch and sight, and she was able, so it was 
whispered, to cast a si*oll over those whom she miglit in her ma- 
levolence wish to injure. To some elie sent sickuesa and <leath, 
by merely wishing that a " blooily cleaver" might i» found in 
the cradle of their infitnt cliUUren. Upon others she vented her 
spite by visiting tliem with such petty annoyances as occur — 

When l)ras« and pewter hap to ^tniv. 
And linen «Hiiks out of the way ; " 
When geese and pullen ore sedueeii. 
And sowfi i>r Huckiiig pig* are uliouiM^it ; 
When caltle feel iinlinpositinn. 
And need the opinion of physician ; 
When murrain reigns in hogs or sheep, 
And chickens Inngtn'sh of the pip ; 
When yeast and outward meanx do fail, 
And have no jmwer to work on ale ; 
When butter clues refuse to come, 
And love proves cross and hiiniorsome. 
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Amoug other diabolical arta, — 

Old Uamm; B«dd, 
Of Marblehead, 
Sweet milk coul<t turn 
To mould in chum. 

She could curdle it as it came fresh from the cow's uddcra, 
or coald presently change it into "blue wool," which we take to 
be another name for blue mould. She was tried and convicted, 
chiefly on old wives' gabble, and expiated on the gallows the 
evil fame that she had acquired. 

To this fact of history, in which the actors appear testifying 
under oath to their own sui^erstitious beliefs, we may now 
odd one of those local legends undoubtedly growing out of the 
frequent intercourse had with the free rovera of the main. 
Among these freebooters it was a law, the cruel policy of which 
is obvious, that every woman who might become their prisoner 
should suffer death. The legend is perhaps no more than the 
echo of one of these tragedies. 



THE SHRIEKING WOMAN. 

IT was said that iluring the latter part of the seventeenth 
century, a Spanish ship laden with rich merchandise was 
captured by pirates, who brought their prize into the Harbor of 
Marblehead. The crow and every person on board the ill-fated 
ship had been butchered in cold blood at the time of the cap- 
ture, except a beautiful English lady, whom the ruffians brought 
on shore near what is now called Oakum Bay, and there, under 
cover of the night, most barbarously murdered her. The few 
fishermen who inhabited the place were then absent, and tha 
women and children who remained, could do nothing to prevent 
the consummation of the fearful crime. The piercing screams 
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of the victim were moat appoUiug, and her cries of " Lord, save 
me ! Mercy ! O Lord Jesus, save me ! " were distinctly heard 
in the silence of the night. The body waa buried on the spot 
where the deed was perpetrated, and for over one hundred and 
fifty years, ou each anniversary of that dreadful trajjedy, the 
heartrending screams of the murdered woman for mercy were 
lepeated in a voice eo shrill and unearthly as to freeze the blood 
of those who heard them. 

This legend is so firmly rooted in Marblehead, that Poly- 
phemus himaelf could not tear it from the soil. Even the most 
intelligent people have admitted their full belief in it ; and one 
of the most learned jurists of his time, who was native here, 
and to the manner bom, averred that lie had heard those ill- 
omened shrieks again and again in the still hours of the night. 

To this local episoile the following narrative of piracy in its 
pedmiest days seems the a]>propriute pendant. 



THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 
ASHTON. 

PHILIP ASHTON wiia a young Marblehead lisherman, who, 
with other townsmen of his, v/tn, in the month of June, 

1722, quietly pursuing his legitimate tiilling upon the fishing- 
grounds lying off Cape Snble. It 
being Friday, he and his mates 
hoisted sail and stood in for Port 
RosRway, meaning to harbor there 
until the Sabbath was over. When 
their shallop arrived, late in the 
afternoon, in this liarbor, the fish- 
ermen saw lying peaceably among 
the fleet of fishing craft a stran^ 
hrigantine, which they supposed 

to be an inward-bound West Indiaman. 
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But after the shallop had been at anchor two or three hours, 
a boat from the brigantiiie came alongside of her, and her men, 
jumping upon deck, drew from underneath their clothing the 
catlasses and piatola with which thej were armed, and with 
oaths and menaces demanded of the startled fishermen the in- 
stant surrender of themselves and their vessel. Having sus- 
pected no danger, and being thus taken unawares, these poor 
fishermen were unable to make the least resistance, and they 
could only yield themselves up in surprise and terror to their 
assailants. In this manner the brigantine's crew surprised 
twelve oi thirteen more peaceable tishing-vessels that evening. 
The prisoners vainly asked themselves what it could all mean. 

When Ashton and his comrades were taken on board the 
brigantine, their worst feais were mora than realized upon find- 
ing themselves in the power of the red-handed pirate, Ned Low, 
whose name alone was a terror to all who followed the sea in 
honest ways, and whose ambition it was to outdo the worat 
cruelties of his infamous predecessors in crime, 

Low presently sent for Ashton to come aft, where the young 
lad found himself face to face with the redoubtable rover, who, 
according to the pirates' custom, and in their proper dialect, 
asked him if he would sign their articles and go along with 
them as one of the band. To this Ashton returned a firm re- 
fusal ; he was then without ceremony thrust down into the 
ship's hold. 

On the ensuing Sabbath Ashton with others was again brought 
before the pirate chief, who this time, in a tone that struck fhr 
more terror than the pistol he held cocked in his hand, ex- 
claimed, "Are any of you married meni" Not knowing to 
what this unexpected question might lead, or what trap might 
be set for them, the poor fellows were dumb, and they answered 
not a woid ; which so incensed the pirate, that he put bia pistol 
to Ashton's head, crying out, "You dog, why don't you answer 
me!" at the same time swearing vehemently that if he did not 
instantly tell whether he was or was not married, he would 
shoot him where he stood. To save his life, Ashton, in as loud 
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* voice as he dared to a]>eak it, answered that lie was single ; 
and BO Baid the rest of liis uumpanioiis. 

To their unspeakable dismay they luamed that tliis answer 
doomed them to the fate from which they were so anxious to 

escape, it being one of Low's wliims not to force any married 
man into his service. While the greater number of thu <»ptive 
fishennen were therefore released, dsliton was amoii)j those who 
were detained close prisoners on hoard the pirate ship. 

His steady refusal to join tliom subjected young Aslitoii to 
the most brutal trcatmi-nt at the ImiKb of l^>w's miscreants, 
whose continued carousals, mingled with the most hideous blas- 
phemy, converted the pirate ship into a veritiiblo hell afloat. 

Low first bent bis destructive course towanls NewfouniUaiid. 
But here his first venttiio nearly pruvoil to be Ills last ; fur hav- 
ing descried a large ship lying in the Harbor of .St. John's, he 
nsolved to go in and take her, and so to furnish himself with a 
larger and a better ship than the one he now commanded. With 
this intention, after coacciding the greater ]>aii of his crew be- 
low, the pirate stood boldly in towanls his espcctod pi'cy, mean- 
ing to run close alongside, and then to can'y her by boarding, 
before bis purpose should be 8us[iected. But here his imtron 
fiend served him a good turn at need. For as tlic buccaneer 
stealthily drew into the harbor, he met a tisliing-bc>at coming 
out, and liaviiig hailed her, learned to liis dismay that the ship 
he was goii^ to take with his two or three score of cut-thi'oats, 
was a lai^e man-of-ivnr, capable of blowing him out of the water 
with a single broadside. 

Instead, therefore, of going into the harbor, Low made all the 
haste he could to put a safe distiince between him and tlie 
cruiser, lest he should catch a Tartar whfru he had looked fur an 
easy conquest. He now stn^tched away further to the eastward, 
and entering Conception Bay, put into a small port called Car 
bonear, where he landed his men, wl»o first sacked and then 
burned the place to the ground. He nest made for the (Jrand 
Banks, where, after capturing and jilundering seven or eight 
vessels, he sailed away for St. Michael's in the A/ores, taking 
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with him one of his priies. When off this port Low fell in 
with and madti prize of a large Portuguese pink loaded with 
wheat ; and finding her to be a good saUer, she was manned and 
turned into a piratical craft, flying the skeleton Bag that Low 
carried at hia masthead. 

To the Canaries, to the Cape de Verde Islands, to Bonavista, 
the freebooter sailed on, leaving the wreck of burned and plun- 
dered ships in his track. Then he ran down the coast of ISrazil, 
hoping to moot witii richer prizes than any ho had yet taken ; 
but from these shores he was driven by the fury of a gale that 
nearly proved fatal to him and his fortunes. Escaping this, the 
pirate suddenly appeared in the West Indies ; and after burning, 
plundering, and sinking to his heart's conl«nt, he scoured the 
Spanish Main for a while with variable success. 

At length, after many perils eucountered and escaped, Low's 
two vessels entered Eiistau Harbor, in the Bay of Honduras, in 
order to heave down and clean their bottoms, and to get a sup- 
ply of water. Here at last came the chance which Ashton had 
so ardently longed for. 

Up to tliis time the pirates had never allowed him to land 
with them. More than one well-laid plan to escape out of their 
clutches had already been thwarted in a way to crush out all 
hope for the future. But he resolutely determined to make one 
more effort to gain his freedom ; for besides being a lad of sense 
and spirit, Aahton was young and vigorous, and ready to con- 
front any ilanger, however great, that should lie in the way to 
hia deliverance from the pmitu crew. 

One morning, as Low's long-boat was passing by Ashton'a 
vessel, on her way to the watering-place, the lad hailed her, and 
entruatetl to bo allowed to go on shore with the men who wore 
taking the water-easks to be filled. After some hesitation, the 
cooi>or, who had charge of the boat, took him in, little imagining 
that there was any danger of his running away in so desolate and 
forbidding a place as this was. Ashton jumped into the boat. 

When they landed, Ashton was at first very active in helping 
to get the casks out of the boat But by and by ho gradually 
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strolled along the beach, picking up atones and shells, and look- 
ing sharply about him in search of a place suitable for his 
poiposck 

He had got a gunshot off, and had begun to edge up towards 
the woods, when the cooper, espying him, called out to know 
where he was going. The resolute lad shouted back the reply 
that he was seeking fur cocoa-nuts ; and pointing to a grove of 
stately cocoa-palms growing just in firont of him, moved on into 
the friendly shelter of the tropical forest. As soon aa he had 
lost sight of his companions, he bounded away like a wounded 
deer into the thick undergrowth, aud he ran on until, judging 
himself to have gained a safe distance, ho threw himself on the 
ground in the midst of a dense thicket, and awaited in breath- 
less suspense the issue of his bold dash for liberty. 

After the men had filled their casks, and were ready to go on 
board, the cooper called to Ashton to come in ; but this being the 
last thing this brave lad thought of doing, he made no answer, 
although he plainly heard the men's voices in his snug retreat. 
At last they bc^^'an hallooing to him; but ho was still silent 
He could hear them say, " The dog is lost in the woods, and 
oan't find the way out." Then, after shouting again tu as little 
purpose as befoie, to Aahton'a great joy they put off for their 
vessel, leaving him alone on this uninhabited island, with no 
other company than his own thoughts, no clothing but a canvas 
cap to cover bin head, a loose tunic, and trousers to protect his 
body, and nothing else besides his two hands to defend himself 
from the wild beasts of prey that prowled unmolested about the 
hideous thickets around him. He had jumped into the boat 
just as he stood, having no time to snatch up even so indis- 
pensable a thing as a knife, or a flint and steol to kindle a 
fire with. Yet he considered this condition preferable to the 
comjmny he had left. 

Ashton passed the next five days in watching the pirate 
vessels, fearing that Low might send a party in pureiiit of him ; 
but at the end of that time he saw them hoist sail and put to 
sea. Kot until then did he breathe freely. 
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In order to find out in what manner ho was ti) live for the 
future, Afhton be({aii to range the island over. Ho saw no evi- 
denoo of aiiy liumaii habitation, except one waUf of liiuo-treea 
neoi'Iy a mile lon^, with hero and there eome &!igmi'ats of \iot- 
tcry strewed abnul the place, by which signs he guessed that he 
had lighted upon some long-deserted residence of the Indians. 
The island was mountainous, and the mountains were thickly cov- 
ered with a. scnihby black ]>ine, making 
them almost innccessible. The valleys 
abounded with f^ui^tree^ ; bul 
was the tropical undergrowth here, that 
it was with great difficulty that Ashton 
could force his way through it, he faav- 




THE DESBBT ISLAND. 



ing neither shoes nor stockings to protect his feet from the 
sharp thonis that pierced the flesh. There were plenty of cocoa- 
nuts to be lifid for the trouble of picking them up ; but as Ashton 
had no way of breaking the thick hnsks, ttiis delicious fruit was 
of no adi-untage to him. There were also many other sorta of 
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iruits hanging most temptingly withiu reach of the half- starved 
Aafatou'a hand ; but not knowing what thoy were, he dared not 
touch any of them until he saw the wild hogs freely feeding 
npon them. And some of them \vhi::h wera nsolly poisonous he 
often handled, but luckily refroined from eating. He therefore 
lived foT some time upon the grapes, figs, and wild beach-plums 
that grew abundantly eveiywhere about him, making sui;h a 
shelter as he could from the copious nighlnlews that fell, by 
leaning some fallen bnmches against a tree-trunk, and then 
covering this nide framework with a thatch of palmetto-leaves. 
In time he built many of these huts in different i>arts of liis 
ialaud. 

There were also upon this island, and upon tho islands ailjocent 
to it, wild deer and hoga. Tho woods and waters abounded too 
with duck, teal, curlew, iwlicaus, boobies, pigeons, iwirmts, and 
other birds fit to bo eaten. The sena teemeil with fish and the 
shores with tortoises. But notwithstanding bis niouth often 
watered for u hit of them, Asbton was able to make no use 
whatever of all this store of beast, fish, and fowl, fur want of a 
knife and n fire. So in the midst of plenty ho was reduced 
even lower than the savage, — who can at least always make 
for hiniself weapons to kill and fire to dress his food. 

For niiie solitary months Philip Ashton lived alone on this 
island without seeing one human being. The parrots had not 
learned to talk, so that, com|)cllud ns he was to keep silence, he 
sometimes feared that he might losu the power of spi^cch, or 
forgt't the sound of his own voice. To csi'^po from tliu mosqui- 
toes, black-flies, and other insect pests which made his life in- 
tolerahlc to him, Ashton formed the Imbit of swimming over a 
narrow channel that seimmted his island from one of the low- 
lying kuys, where he mostly spent his days. In one of thesii 
journeys he narrowly escaped being devoured by a shark, which 
stnick him just ns be reached the shallow wat<:r of the shore. 
Tliis key also gave him a broader and a clearer sea-view ; for it 
may well be imagined that never during his waking hours did ho 
intermit his weary watch for a friendly sail. Sometimes ho sat 
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with his back against a tree, aud his face to the sea, fur a whole 
day, without stirring fi-om the sixit. 

Weakened by exposure and the waut of proper food, unahle 
longer to di^ his turn and wouudeJ limba about the island, 
Ashton at last siukeneil ; and as his helplessness increased, the 
prospect of a horrible death stored him iu the face. As the 
days and nights wore away, he fell into a deadly stupor. In this 
extremity he one day espied a canoe, with one man in it, com- 
ing towards him. When he was near enough, Ashton feebly 
called out to him. After soiue hesitation the man landed. He 
proved to be an Englishman who, to save his life, had lied from 
tho Spanish settlements. For three days Ashton had the uu- 
spteakable pleasure of a companion in his misery ; but at the end 
of this brief time his solitary visitor, having left him to go upon 
a hunting excursion among the islands, was drowned in a Htiuall, 
leaving the hermit again alone in his wretchedness and anguish 
of body and mind. His condition was, however, somewhat im- 
piuved ; for thanks to his late companion he now had a knife, 
a little pork, soinu gunjwwder, and a flint, and so the means of 
making a fire, which was to him tho greatest of luxuries. 

Hetween two and three months after he had lost his com- 
panion, AshUm, iu one of his raniblc.9, found a small canoe 
stranded upon the shore. Tlds enabled him to extend bis ex- 
cursions among the islands, and in this way gave promise of an 
escape to some of the distant settlements. 

How he made a voyage to the Island of Boiuicco, and while 
asleep was discovered and tired npon by a party of Spanianis ; 
how he made his escape from them, finally reaching his old 
quarters at Roatan, — are events that wn have no time to dwell 
upon. That he had found civilized beings more cruel than the 
wild beasts — for these had not harmed him — was a lesson 
that mode him more wary about extending his explorations too 
far in tliv future. 

.Some time af1«r this Bdvt>nture Ashton again saw canoes 
approacliing his place of refuge. The Nuioke of Ids fire had 
drawn them in towards the shore. Asliton then showed himself 
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00 the beach. The csnoes came to a Btandstill. Then the 
parties bailed wch other, and after mutual exjilaiiations, one 
man ventured to come to the shore. When lie saw the forl(ini 
and miserable object of his fear, he stood in apeecliless amaze- 
ment ; but at len^h the two men fell to embracing each other, 
and then the stranger, taking the emaciated body of Ashtou in 
his arms, carried him to the canoes, where the others received 
him kindly and made him welcome among them. 

Ashton told them his story. The etran},'ers then informed 
bim that they were trota the Bay of Honihiras, whence, liow- 
■vor, they had been forced to fly, in order to escape from the 
fury of the Spaniards. With them Aahton lived in comparative 
ease, nntil his old enemies, the pirates, discovered and made a 
descent upon them in their chosen retreat. Ashton'a drend of 
agun falling into their hands may be easily conceived. Ho with 
two or three others succeeded, however, in making good their 
escape into the woods. The rest were captured an<l taken on 
board the same vessel in which Ashton had served his iipjiren- 
ticeship as a pirate. 

Two or three months more passed. Ashton with his com- 
panions had got over to the Island of Bonacco again. A gale 
Buch as is only known in the tropic seas arose, and blew with 
great violence for three days. To Ashton tliis proved indeed a 
friendly gale, for when it had subsiiled he descried several ves- 
sels standing in for tlie island. Presently one of them anchored 
near the shore, and sent in her boat for water. Tliia vessel 
proved to be a brigantine belonging to Salem, and in her Ashton 
took ]>assago for liome, where ho safely arrived on the Ist of 
May, 1 735, it then being two years and two months since ho 
luid escaped from the pirate ship. 
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AGNES, THE MAID OF THE INN. 

THIS pretty etoiy, a romance of real life, makes ua ac- 
quainted with two noble, but impulttive natures, whose 
destinies fiist became interwoTeo in a way quite the reverse of 
the romantic After perusing it, as one is pretty sure to do, from 
beginning to end, one is very apt to think that this poor Marble- 
head maiden, this outcast, if you will, whose great love, finally 
triumphing over pnde, prejudice, suffering, cruel scorn, and every 
other moral impediment that the world puts in the way of duty, 
really confers honor upon the noble knight who at last gives ber 
his name, by awakening in him truly ennobling and elevating 
sentiments. In such a life as that of Agnes one cannot help 
seeing a design. Without her Sir Henry was a mere votary of 
pleasure, a man of the woiid. She really mode a man of him 
at last But to our tale. 

In the summer of 1742 the course of official duty called the 
Collector of Boston to Marblehead. The incumbent of tliis 
office, which bad been established with much opposition in the 
Colonial capital, and was little respected outside of it, was then 
Henry Frankland, of Jlattersea, in Nottinghamshire, who was 
also connected with one of the greatest families in the North, 
and who was the heir presumptive to a baronetcy. This young 
man, who at the eariy age of twenty-six had come into the pos- 
session both of a fortune and of a highly lucrative and honorable 
appointment, was now in the pursuit of a career. With rank, 
wealth, and high social position as his birthright, with mro jwi^ 
Bonal attractions, aixl with the endowments which all these had 
brought to his aid, Henry Fmnkland's future bid (air to become 
unusually dazzling and brilliant. 



NIW-EHGLAHD LKOBin)& 

Marbluhead being at this periu<t uf Iter liistory tii<^ sningglliig 
port tor Boston, it is quite probable thnt the Collei.-uir's visit, 
tliougli rerernKt to other caused, looked to the re|ire«ion of this 
couttabuud tmde, by whieli the King's 
revenues were aveiy day ile&auded, 
aud tlie laws of the realm more or less 
u [Willy viuluU.')!. 

Hi^iiry FraukJand, liaving alighted 
et the J-'ouutoin Imi, faund an unex- 
pected obstacle iii his path. 

This was a young and remarkably 
beautiful girl, who was busily engaged 
in scrubbing the floor when lie en- 
tered, aud who, wo are willing to 
afHrni, found the time tu durt au iu- 
Tostigating and appreciative glance 
at the handsouie 





LOVB AT rtEST 

young guest, to whom her owi 
mean garb and menial occupation 
offered the strongest possible con- 
trast. Struck with the rare beauty of her face and person, the 
young man stopped to look and to admire. His was the pride 
of birth and station ; hers the siibmiBsive deference that the poor 
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and lowly paid to its arrogant demands. He was booted aud 
spurred, and wore hia laced beaver ; she bareheaded and bare- 
footed, and upon her knees. He had the uiimistukable air of 
distinction and breeding of bis class ; she was acrubbiag the 
floor. 

The young man called her to him, put some questions negli- 
gently, and then, pleased with her answers, dropped a piece of 
silver into her hand and passed on. He bad seen a pretty sccv- 
ing-maid who told him that she was callotl Agnes — Agnes 
Siirriage. 

Later on, a second visit to the inn showed him the same 
charming picture, even to the minutest details. Agnes was still 
doing the drudgery of the iun without shoes or stockings to 
cover her little feet. 

When the baronet asked why she had not bought them with 
the money he had given her, she naively answered that she had 
indeed done so, but that she kept them to wear in meeting. Per- 
haps this elegant young man had unwittingly awakened in het 
breast, like Eve in Adam, the knowledge that was to give a new 
direction to her life, — the painful discovery of a deficiency of 
which she had before been calmly unconscious. Perhaps somo- 
thnig gave her the courage to ueiisuro the distance between 
thera. We do not know. Had Agnes been plain as well as 
poor, be might have passed her by without noticing that her 
feet were bare or her tlress scanty. Her beauty exacted thia 
homage, which he would have called his condescension. 

Just what was Sir Henry's first design, or what the workings 
of his mind, do not at this moment clearly appear ; perhaps, pro- 
ceeding from impulse, they were only half formed at best ; but 
bo that as it may, hia growing interest in Agnes presently leil 
him to seek an interview with her parents, who were poor and 
worthy people, living in the town, and to propose removing 
their daughter to his own home, in order — Jesuit that he was I 
— to give her the advantages to which her graces of mind and 
pereon, as he warmly i)roteated, fully entitled her. The paronU 
acceded only too readily to the seductive propcwal. They could 
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see no danger ; not tlie j 1 Agnes left her own bumble borne 
for that of Sir Henry ; ao<l so tbis girl of sixteen became Uie 
wud of tbis grave young gentlemen of twenty-six. But, igno- 
rant as sbe waa, and humble and artless, it is easy to believe 
tbat ebe had already tauglit bim sometbing be was in no haste 
to unlearn. 

Agnes did ample justice to her guardian's high opinion of her 
mental qualifications. The virgin soil is deep and productive. 
She was tauglit the commontr bianclies, as well as the accom- 
plishments then deemed indisjMiisubly requisite to the education 
of a gentlewoman moving in her odojited s|)here. As her mind 
expanded, so, like the rose, dtil her beauty become more and more 
radiant with the consciousness of tlic new life opening to ber. 
She was n being created to love and bo loved. Her gratitude, 
her confidence, her admiration wore all centred upon one ob- 
ject One day she awoke to the knowledge that she was be- 
loved, and thnt sbe loved. 

By the death of his uncle, the baronetcy that was heredi- 
tary in the Yorkshire branch of the Fntiiklauds devolved upon 
Agnes' guardian, who, liaving now legitimately inherited it, 
publicly assumed the title. 

The discovery to which we have referred bad its usual conse- 
quences. Sir Henry Frankland, Baronet, could not dream of 
laying bis noble name at the feet of a serving-maid ; not he. 
Mis horror of a misalliance was even greater tban his abhorrence 
of a different and a more oquivucul connection. But he could 
not give her up. We will let the veil fall upon the weakness of 
both of these lovera. He was her idol, she his infatuation; 
he lovt'il like a man, and sbe like a woman. 

Sir Henry's coudnct in ojwuly living with liis lovely ward out- 
side of the pale of matrimony beinj^ ivhisjiered aboiil, was an 
offence too flagrant for the stem niondity of the city of -the Puri- 
tans to endure ; and its indignation was soon made manifest in a 
way to cut a proud and sensitive nature to the quick. Society he 
found has its weajions. and can use thera, too, without mercy. 
Society could not justify bis leading the girl astray ; but it would 
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have forgiven him now, liati he elioseu to Uesei't liur. Boston was 
no longer a place fi>r Agues or fur him ; so that no aooner was 
he establislied in h'm Ktlcii, tlian an inexorable voii:e Urovn him 
forth. lie purchased an estate and built an elegant mauaiou in 
the pleasant and seeluded inland village of Hopkinlon, to which 
he conveyed Agnes, and witb her took up his reaiJcnce there. 
While they lived hero, tlie hospitality and luxury of the great 
house, and the beauty of Sir Henry's mysterious uompauion, 
were the prolific theme in all the country round. Sir Henry 
loved the good old English fashion, devoting himself more or 
less to the wre ami enibidlishment of his estate with the Eng- 
lish gentleman's hereditary taste and method. His devotion to 
Agnes appears to have suffered no diminution ; and wheu at 
length he was com[>elled at the coll of urgent afltiirs to visit 
England, she accompanied him. It is said that he even had 
the hardihood to introduce her among his aristocratic relatives 
as Lady Frankland ; and if he did so. Sir Henry must have 
grown bold indeed. But that ill-odvised proceeding met with 
the decisive repulse it certainly deaorved. Throughout all this 
singular history siiines the one ray of hope for Agnes. Except 
in mime, the lovere held true and unswerving faith to and in 
each other as fully and completely as if they had been actual 
man and wife. 

But we must hasten on. Sir Henry's aBairs calling him to 
Lisbon, Agnes went with him. While they were sojourning in 
the Portuguese capital, the drradful earthquake of 1755 laid the 
city in ruins. Under these ruins sixty tiiousand of the mise^ 
fthle inhabitants were buried ; the rest fled in terror. The car- 
riage in which Sir Henry happened to be riding was cruslied by 
falling walls, and bnried underneath the nibbish. Agnes had re- 
mained behind, and to this accident she owed her escape. Run- 
ning into the street at the first alarm, she indeed avoided the 
horrible death wliich had swallowed up multitudes around her; 
but who can tell the an'^iiish of her soul in that moment t She 
wna, indeed, saved; but where was her lord and protector 1 
Frantic and despairing, but faithful to death, she followed such 
15 
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fiunt tnces as in the confusiou of that hour could be obtaiaed, 
until chance at length led her tu the spot where he lay, helplees 
and overwhelmed. A fine lady would have recoiled and fainted 
dead away ; Agiiea Surriage, again the workiug girl of Matblfr- 
head, instantly set to work to rescue her lover from the niins 
with her own hands. In an hour he was extricated from the 
rubbish. He was still living. She conveyed him to a place 
that had escaped the shock of the earthquake, where she nursed 
him into health and strength again. Vantjuished by this last 
supreme proof of her love for him, the knight gave her his 
band in return for his life. And who can doubt that with this 
act there came back to both that peace of mind which alone was 
wanting to a perfect union of two noble and loving hearts 1 

We are obliged to content ourselves with the following extracts 
from the poem which Ilolaies bos founded upon the story : — 

A Bcorapering at the Fountain Inn ; 

A rusli of great and Bmall ; 
With hurrying servanta* mingled din. 

And iicrcainint; matroii'H call \ 



Poor Agnes t with her work half done. 

They canght her unaware, 
As, humbly, like a praying nun. 

She knelt upon the stair ; 

Bent o'er the steps, with lowliest mien 

She knelt, but not to pray, — 
Her little hands muat keep them cleun. 

And wash their stains away. 

A fool, an ankle, bare and white, 

Her girlish shapes betrayed, — 
" Ha ! Nymphs and Graces ! " spoke the Knight ; 

" Look up, my beauteous Moid ! " 

She turned, — a reddening rose in bud. 

Its calyx half withdrawn ; 
Her cheek on fire with damasked blood 

Of girlhood's glowing dawu I 
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He Bearched her features through and through, 

As royal lovers look 
On lowly maidens when they woo 
Without the ring anil book. 

" Come hither. Fair one ! Here, my Sweet ! 

Nay, prithee, look not down ! 
Take this to shoe those little feet," — 

He toaseil a silver crown. 

A Buddvn paleness struck her brow, — 

A Bwifier flush succeeds ; 
It hums her uheek ; it kindles now 

Beneath her golden beads. 

She Hitted ; but the glittering eye 

Still sought the lovely face. 
Who was she ? What, oiid whence 1 and why 

Doomeil to such meiiial place I 

A skipper's daughter, — so they said, — 

Left orphan by the gale 
That cost the fleet of Uarblehead 

And Gloucester thirty sail. 



SKIPPER IRESON'S RIDE. 

ONE of the most spirited of Whittier's home ballads — ce^ 
tainly the moat famous — is his "Skipjwt Ireson's Ride," 
which introduces by way of refmin the archaic Marblehead dia- 
lect that is now nearly, if not quite, extinct. Like most of this 
poet's characters, Skipper Ireaon is a real personage, whose story, 
briefly told, is this : — 

Late in the autumn of the year 1808 the schooner " Betsy," of 
Marblehead, Benjamin Ireson, master, while bufleting its way 
towanls the home port in the teeth of a tremendous gale, fell 
in with a wreck drifting at the mercy of the winds and waves. 



228 NEW-ENGLAND LEGENDS. 

This was tbe schoouer " Active," of Portland, that had been OTeiv 
set in the gale. It was then inidui^'lit, with a trunieudous sea 
ninning. The ski|>|ier of the eiukiug vussel hniled the "Betsy" 
and asked to he taken olf tlie wreck, from which every wave 
indeed threatened to wash the distressed and exhauated crew, 
To this it is said that the " lietsy's " crew — one does not like to 
traduce tlie name by calling them sailura — strongly demuned, 
alleging the danger of making the attempt in such a sea in sup- 
port of their cowardly purpose to abandon the sinking craft to 
her fate. Home say that (.'uptain Ircsun was himself disposed to 
act with humanity, and to lie by tlio wreck until daylight, but 
that he was overruled by the unanimous voice of his men, who 
selfishly decided not to risk their own miiierablc lives in order to 
save othets. The " Betsy's " course was accordingly shaped for 
Itlarblehead, where she arrived un the following Sunday. Her 
crew at once spread the news through the town of their having 
fallen in with u veascl foundering in the liay, when, to their 
honor, the Marbl(.-hi.'ad people imnieiliiitely despatched two 
vessels to her relief. But the "Active" had then gone to tlie bot- 
tom of the sea, and the relieving vessels returned from a fruit- 
less eearcii, only to increase the resentment already felt against 
Skip])er Ireson, upon whom his crew had thrown all tbe blame 
of tlieir own dastardly conduct. Usually dead men lell no tales; 
but it so fell out that in tide instance a more damning evideuca 
to Ireson's inhumanity appeared, as it were, fivin the grave 
itself to confront him. It hai>iiencd that on tbe morning next 
following the night of the "Betsy's" desertion of them, the 
captain and three others were rescued from the sinking vessel. 
They soon made public the story of the crm-1 conduct of the 
" Betsy's " people ; and as ill news travels fast, it was not long 
before it reached Marhlehcad, throwing that excitable town into a 
hubbub over the asi>ereions thus cast upon its good name. It 
was soon determined to take exemjilary vengeance upon the 
offender. One bright moonlight night Ski]>per ireson heard a 
knock at his door. Upon oi)ening it he found himself in the 
nervous grasp of a band of resolute men, who silently hnrried 
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him off into a deserted place, — with what object^ his fean alone 
could divine. They tirst securely pinioned and then besmeared 
him from head to foot with a coat of tar and feathers. In the 
morning the whole population of the town turned out to wit- 
ness or assist in this ignominious punishment, which had been 
planned by some of the bolder spirits, and silently approved by 
the more timid ones. Ireson in his filthy disguise was seated in 
the bottom of a dory, — instead of a cart, — and, surrounded 
by a hooting rabble, the unfortunate skipper was then dragged 
through the streets of the town as far as the Salem boundary- 
line, where the crowd was met and stopped by the selectmen of 
that town, who forbid their proceeding farther, — thus frustrating 
the original purpose to drag Ireson through the streets of Salem 
and of Beverly, as well as those of Marblehead. During Ireson's 
rough ride, the bottom of the dory had fSallen out. The mob 
Ihen procured a cart, and lifting the boat, culprit and all, upon 
it, in this way Ireson was taken back to Marblehead. More 
dead than alive, he was at last released from the hands of his 
tormentors and allowed to go home. When he was free, Ireson 
quietly said to them : " I thank you, gentlemen, for my ride; but 
you will live to regret it." And thus ended Benjamin Ireson's 
shameful expiation of a shameful deed. 

Using the facts as they came to him, am. with the sanction of 
what was in its own time very generally applauded as the 
righteous judgment of the people of Marblehead, the poet has 
put Ireson in a perpetual pillory, from which no sober second 
thought is able to rescue him. But whether culpable or not 
culpable in intention, his weakness in yielding to his dastard 
crew, if in fact he did so yield, amounted to a grave fault, closely 
verging upon the criminal. To-day everybody defends Ireson's 
memory from the charge whicli was once as universally believed 
to be true ; and the public verdict was, " served him right." 
Unfortunately, however, for him, his exasperated townsfolk exe- 
cuted justice on the spot, according to their own rude notions of 
it, before their "wrath had had time to grow cool. But to this 
fact we owe the most idiosyncratic ballad of purely home origin 
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in the ki^uage, althuugh it is one for \rhicb the people of 
Marblehead have never forgiven the poet. 

With poetic instinct Whittier seized upon the incident, using 
more or less freedom in presenting its dramatic side. In the 
veisified story we are made lookers on while the atiange proces- 
sion, counting its 

Scores of women, old and young, 
Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue, 



Wrinkled acolds, with hands on hips, 

Qirls in bloom of cheek and lipe. 

Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such aa chase 

Bacchua round xome antique vase, 

Brief of skirt, with ankles bare. 

Loose of kerchief and loose of hair. 

With conch-shells blowing and fish-horns' twang, — 

goes surging on through the narrow streets, now echoing to the 

wild refroin, — 

" Here 'a Flud Oirson, for his horrd horrt, 
Torr*!! an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a uorrl 
By the women o' Morble'eadl" 

The only liberty, ..bat the poet has taken with the story is in 
saying, — 

Small pity for him t — He hod sailed away 
From a leaking ship, in Chaleur Bay, — 
Sailed away from a sinking wreck. 
With hia own town's-people on her deck I 

The disaster really happened off the Highlands of Cape Conl, 
and, BO far as is known, there were no Marblehead people on 
board of the unlucky craft when she went down. But iu truth 
such trifiing departures from the literal tacts are of little moment 
The world long ago granted to the poets complete absolution for 
such venial sins as these are, seeing that since the days of 
Homer it has been their profession to give all poesibla enlargo- 
ment to their subjects. 
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Anuming the atigma upou Iresou's memoiy to be an nnjust 
one, the antidote should accompan; the poison. His reputation 
haa found a vigoroue defender in the verses which follow. 

A PLEA FOR FLOOD IKESON. 

CBARLliS T. BROOKS. 

Old Flood Ireuin ! all loo long 
Have jeer and jibe uiul ribald song 
Done thy memory cruel wrong. 

Old Flood Ireaon sleeps in his grave ; 
Howls of a mad mob, worse than the wave, 
Now no more in his ear shall rave 1 

Gone is the pack and gone the prey, 
Yet old Flooii Ireaon's ghont to-diiy 
la buuted still down Tinie'H highway. 

Old wife Fame, with a fish-horn's blare 
Hooting Slid tooting the same old air. 
Drags him along the old thoroughfare. 

Mocked evermore with the old refrain. 
Skilfully wrought t.. a tuneful strain. 
JingUng and jolting, he cuiiies again 

Over that road of old renown. 
Fair broail avenue leading down 
Through South Fields to Salem town, 

Kcourge<l and stung by the Muse's thoug, 
Mounted high on the car of song, 
Sight that cries, O Lonl ! how long 

Shall Heaven look on and not take part 

With the poor old man and his fluttering heart, 

Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart I 
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01(1 Flood Ireaon, now wbcti Fnme 
Wijwa away witL leare orfilmine 
Stains from toanj an injured name, 

Shall not, in the tuneful line, 
Bemns of truth and mercy Bhine 
Ttrougb the clouda llmt darkeo thine I 
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BY uomiiaul if Nature iie of tLose ironnbbeJ rU^, a 
which it astounds ua tu aue forests growing luiJ \ ouple 
hving upoi detaches itself from the Lsse't coast and idvaiices 

steadily hve leagues out into the 

sea. Haltinj, there it covera its 
head witli a bnstlmg amy of 
rocky uslaiida ai d jagged reeCa 
which like skirmishers id the 
front uf battle now here now 
there anno inte their prespnio in 
the offing by puits of water binoke 
An incessant combat rages be- 
tween tb a ro''ks ind the odvan 
cing ocean. From the Highlands, ' 
at the land's end, it is possible on the uaunolia. 

a dear day to make out the dim 

white streak of Cape (_'od stretching its emaciated arm from the 
south coaat towards this half-extended and rock-gauntleted one 
from the north. Between the two capes, which I'oally seem to 
belong to different zones, is the entrance to the grand basin of 
Massachusetts Bay, over which, in the darkness, the brilliant 
rays from Thaclier's and Highland liglithouaes cross each other 
like fliuning sword-blodes. Among the thousands that have 
passed iu or out, one seeks in his memory for only one httle hark 
carrying an entire nation. The " Mayflower" passed heru. 




238 HBW'BNGLAND LEGENDS. 

The aea, ve notice, welcomes tlie uitniding headland with in- 
hoapitablo amis ; but at the extreme point, where the rock is 
pierced and the sea flowa in, there is a port of refuge that has 
grown to be the greatest fuhing-mart in the Union. At nearif 
all times, without regard to seusun, the watara around it are 
covered with a flight of sails entering or leaving the principal 
port, reminding one of the restless sea-gulls that circle about 
their rocky aerie when bringing food to their young. 

The muscular shoulder of the Cape is occupied by the towns 
of Beverly, Wcnham, and Hamilton, the central portion by 
Manchester and Ettsex, and the extremity by Gloucester and 
Bockport Nearly the whole interior region remains the same 
untamed wilderness that it was a hundTcd years ago ; for among 
theee rugged hills there is little land that is tit for farming, and 
that little is found in the hollows, or iHirdoriu^' upon occasional 
arms of the sea. There are, however, extensive and valuable 
forests of pine and cedar covering scattered portions with a per- 
ennial green. The sea having peopled it, and the laud offering 
nothing better than stones, timber, and fuel, the tishing-villagea 
were built close to the edge of the shore, where there weie nat- 
nial harbors like that of Gloucester, or ujkiq tidal creeks or inlets 
like those of Mauchester and Annisquam. From these vilL^es 
sprang a hardy race of sailors renowned in song and story. 
Cooper's "Captain Barnstable" comes from Chebacco, a precinct 
of Essex ; Miss lArcom's " Skipper Ben " from Beverly. One 
does not think of these people as having any fixed relation with 
theland : they arc amphibious. 

Its general and apparently irreclaimable sterility drove the 
earlio4 settlera back upon the maiiiknd. They therefore aban- 
doned their rude cabins and their fiahing-stegea at the extreme 
e'lid of the Cape, and newly began at what was later on called 
Salem, which at first included the whole Capo. Yet notwith- 
standii^ this desertion, settlements were soon begun at Beverly 
and Manchester, and Gloucester was permanently re-occupied on 
account of the excellence and ailvantagoous position of its har- 
bor. But for a time these settlements were very humble ones. 
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Roger Conant says that in his time Beverly was nicknamed 
" Beggarly," He wished to have it changed to Budleigh, from 
a town in Devonshire, England. Conant should find a name 
aomewhere on Cape Ann. That would at least Inad to the 
inquiry "Who was Conant 1" He remarks that he had no 
hand in naming Salem, where he had built the first house. Nor 
was Blackstone, the first white settler of Boston, or Roger Wil- 
liams, who founded Providence, more fortunate in securing post- 
humous remembrance. 

Bayard Taylor was nevertheless extremely taken with the 
picturesqueuess of the interior of Cape Ann, and he was a trav- 
eller who had grown something fastidious in his notions of natu- 
ral scenery. He speaks of it thus, — 

" A great charm of the place is the wild wooded scenery of the 
inland. There are many little Yslleya, branching aud winding as if 
at random, where the forests of fir and pine, the great, mossy bowl- 
ders, the shade and coolness and silence, seem to transfer you at once 
to the heart of some mountain wilderness. The noise of the sea does 
not invade them ; even the salt odor of the air is smothered by the 
warm, resinous breath of the pines. Here you find slender brooks, 
pools spangled with pond-lily blossoms, and maiahes all in a tangle 
with wild flowers. After two or three miles of auch scenery there is 
no greater surprise than to find snddcnly a blue far deeper than that 
of the sky between the tree trunks, and to hear the roar of the break- 
ers a hundred feet below you." 

While exploring the coast one finds it continually shifting 
from beaches of hard sand, strewn with a fine dark gravel, to 
picturesque coves bordered all around with rocks shattered into 
colossal fragments, and bulging out like maasea that have sud- 
denly cooled, nisted by spray, worn to glaasy smoothness, yA 
all split and fractured and upheaved by the powerful blows 
dealt them by the waves. These coves make the niost charm- 
ing summer retreats imaginable ; and some of them, like Old 
Kettle Cove, — which under the name of Magnolia has a 
sweeter sound, — and Pigeon Cove, have turned their primitive 
solitudes into populousness, and their once worthless rocks into 
pedestals for the scores of beautiful villas that have sprung 
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up like the work uf mugic upon tboir bald and overbangiiig 
browa. 

In one place, eay tliat you leave the road in order to walk 
over a smooth eiiplauade of sand, up whose gentle slope panting 
wave chaaes pantiug wiive unceasingly, while the forest-tiees 
ekirting the head of the beach bend over and watch this fierce 
play, with all their leaves trembliug. You look off over the 
ridged and sparkling sea-foam into the open mouth of Marble- 
head Harbor, whose iron headlands the distance softens to 
forms of wax. Two or three treeless islands, betiind which a 
passing vessel lifts its snowy sails, are luxuriously dozing in the 
sun and sea. This must be the haven where the fleet of Win- 
thiop first furled its tattered sails after a tempestuous voyage 
across the Atlantic of more than two months. Yes, there ia 
Baker's Isle, and there is Littlu Isle, within which it anchored. 
Then it was lieru that the colonists, of whom lie was the Moses, 
first set foot upon the soil of their Promised Land ; and it 
was here tlicy roamed among the rocky pastures, gathering wild 
strawberries and roses, examining everything with eager curi- 
osity, and i)erlia)>s with doubt whether it was all real, and 
would nut vanish with tlie night 

From the domain of History we enter that of Poetry over the 
threshold of Nature. 

Not many years ago, while he was the guest of the genial and 
gifted Fields, whose cottage is the conspicuous object on the bald 
brow of Thunderbolt Hill, in Manchester, Bayard Taylor was 
taken to visit, in his chosen and secluded retR'at, the venerable 
poet who dated before Byron, Shelley, and Keats, and who dis- 
covered the genius of Bryant. The host and his guests ore now 
dead; but the poet travoUer, obeying the habit ot a hfetime, 
jotted down some minutes of his visit, now seri'ing to recall 
the man and the scene to our remembrance. He says: — 

"Betracing our way a mile or so, we took a different road, and 
approached the coast through open, grassy fields, beyond which, on 
the edge of a lofty bluff, stood the gray old raanstou of the venerable 
poet, Richard H. Dana. The pbce is singularly wild, lonely, and 
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ptctoreaqne. No other dwelling is risible. A little biglit of the coast 
thrusts out its iron' headlands at a short distance on either aide ; the 
surf thunders incessantly below ; and in front the open ocean stretches 
to the sky. Mr. Dana's only neighbors are the vessels that come and 
go at greater or less distances." 

From this seclusion the Nestor of American poetr; thus 
addieaaes the scene before him, in his lines to tbe oceaii. 

Now stretch your eye off shore, o'er waters made 
To cleanse the air and bear the world's great trade, 
To rise, and wet the mountains near the sun. 
Then back into themselves in rivers run, 
I'ulJining mighty uses far and wide. 
Through earth, in air, or here, as ocean tide. 

Ho ! how the giant heaves himself and strains 
And flings to break his strong and viewless chains ; 
Foams in his wrath ; and at his prison doors^ 
Hark ! hear him I how he beats and tugs and loaia, 
As if he would break forth again and sweep 
Each living thing within his lowest deep. 

And though the land is thronged again, sea ! 
Strtmge sadness touches all that goes with thee. 
The small bird's plaining note, the wild, sharp call, 
Share thy own 8]>irit ; it is sailness all ! 
How dark and stern upon thy waves looks down 
Yonder tall cliff— he with the iron crown. 
And see I those saiile pines along the sleep 
Are come to join thy requiem, gloomy deep ! 
Like stolcd monks they stand and chant the dirge 
Over the dead with thy low-beating surge. 

As we approach the end of the Cape we enter a storied region. 
Hero is the deep cleft known as llafe's Chasm, and tbe tawny 
clump of stark ledges which the coiist throws off aod the soa 
flies incessantly at, called Nomian's Woe. Then we enter the 
beautiful islet-studded harbor of Uloucestcr, and with an inter- 
est that the natural beauties of the spot enliance, we fix our 
eyes upon the verdurous southern shore ; for here tbe little 
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colony of Goger Conant, the pioneer governor, mainteined a 
atruggling existence, until, like a garrison which can no longer 
hold out, it fell back to Salem, newly choso its ground, and 
again bravely confronted its old enemies, ^raiit and neglect. But 
long before him, this cape in the sea picked up many adventur- 
0U8 voyagturg, one of whom presently demands a word from us. 

In the heart of the Gloucester woodlands a most interesting 
floral phenomenon exists. There, apparently defying nature's 
lines and laws, the beautiful magnolia of the South unfolds in 
secret its snowy flowers and exhales its spicy perfume. Another 
phenomenon is the beach at Manchester, whose sands emit weird 
musical tones when crushed hy the passage of wheels through 
them. Still another is the enormous Moving Rock at Squam 
Common, — a lieavy mass of granite so exactly poised that the 
pressure of a child's finger is sullicient to cliango its position. 

This sterile sea-cape may also lay claim to other and more 
enduring associations tlian the momories of a summer passed , 
among its rocky sea-nooks can afford. Beverly was the home of 
Robert Rantoul, whose epitaph has been written hy Whittier, 
and of Lucy Larcom ; Hamilton that of Abigail Dodge ; Essex, 
of Rufus Choate ; Gloucester, of E. V. Whipple and William 
Winter. Manchester was Dana's by adoption, as well as the 
summer haunt of Holmes, James and Annie Fields, Elizabeth 
Phelps, and of that ancient landmark of the Boston Pulpit, the 
Reverend Dr. Bartol. The lamented Dr. E. H. Chapiu loved his 
summer home at Pigeon Cove ; and it was there he souglit relief 
from the haunting " demon of the study." This was also the 
favorite haunt of Bryant and of Starr King ; so that among 
those who were either native or who were habitually sojourners 
are many of the men and women most eminent in our literary 
annals. That fact of itself speaks Tolumes for the Cape. 

The legends of Cape Ann are indigenous, and are mostly sea- 
legends, as might be expected of a seafaring an<l sea-subsisting 
population, among whom the marvellous always finds its most 
congenial soil Let us add that no longer ago than last win- 
ter, in consequence of the prediction that a storm unexampled in 
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the annals of the ceoturj' was to burst forth with destructive fury 
over sea and land upon a given day, not a vessel of the Glouces- 
ter fishing fleet dared put to sea. Although the great " Wiggins 
storm " failed to make its appearance at the time predicted, the 
losses incurred by reason of the number of fishermen lying idly 
at their moorings amounted to many thousands of dollars. The 
first of these legends proper to bo introduced <^ not forgetting 
tliat De Monts and Champlain had already named this penin- 
sula the Cape of Islands — is a sort of historical complement to 
our description. 



CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH. 

THE following lines from Whittter's beautiful apostrophe to 
his beloved river, " The Merrimack," introducing hia col- 
lection of legendary pieces, is seen to be commemorative of that 
prince of explorers and hero of many exploits, Captain John 
Smith, to whom a perverse fortune has denied any share of 
honorfoT his efforts to make New England known and appreci- 
ated in the Old World. In the belief that none of these rugged 
rocks had ever received other baptism than that of the waves, ho 
first gave this promontory the name of " Tragabigzandn" for a 
perpetual sonvenir of a fair Moslem to wliom he owed a debt of 
love and gratitude, while for a memorial of himself he conferred 
that of the " Three Turks' Heads" upon the three islands. Milk, 
Thacher's and Straitamouth, lying off its extreme point, and 
now crowning it with their triple lights. 

But these names were so quickly superseded that the peisonal 
ambition of Smith has no other memorial than this : — 

On yonder rocky cape, which braves 

The stormy challenge of the waves, 

Mi(l?t tangled vine and dwarfish WOOd, 

The hardy Anglo-Saion stood. 

Planting upon the topmnst crag 

The staff of England's battle-flag ; 
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And, while froui out iU heavy fold 
St. Gwige'B ciimeon cross nnrolled, 
Midet roll of dram and trumpet Uare, 
And weapoob brandishing in air, 
He gave to that lone promontory 
The sweetest name in all bis story ; 
Of her, the flower of Islam's daDghteni, 
Whose harems look on Stambours waters,— 
Who, when the chance of war hail bound 
The Moslem chain his liuibs around, 
Wreathed o'er with silk that iron chain, 
Soothed with her smiles his houiB of puiii, 
And fondly to her youthful slave 
A dearer gift than freedom gave. 



THACHER'S ISLAND. 

THACIIElfS Island is one of the most important light- 
house stations ou the whole coast of the United Statee. 
It contains about ei<,'hty acres of gravelly soil thickly strewn 
with coarse grauito Iwwlders, among which the light-keeper'a 
cows crop a scanty growth of grass. The westernmost headland, 
upon which ore somo ancient gntvcs, said to he those of the vic- 
tims of tile first recorded shipwreck here, resembles Point Aller- 
ton, — it being a lofty cliff of gravel intcrmixe<l with bowlders 
that vaiy in size, from the smallest pebbles to tliose weighing 
many tons. It is continually crumbling away before the wear 
nnd tear of the southeast gales. 

The light-keopcr's residence is a comfortable modern brick 
building of two stories. There is, or rather was, at the time of 
the writer's visit to the island, an old stone house standing 
there that was imputed to be of great age. The two liglit-towers, 
built of uncut granite, are each one hundred and fifty feet high, 
and they are furnished with lenses in which a dozen persons 
might stand erect without inconvenience. The keepers have all 



thacheb's island. 245 

followed the sea. Only sailors are capable of appreciating the 
responsibility that the station imposes. One of the keepets 
Baid to me — and habitual care is stamped upon the faces of 
these men — " We know how eyes may be strained in thick 
weather at sea to get hold of the light ; and that makes us pain- 
fully anxious to keep it up to its full power, especially when 
frtjata or sea-scud dims the lantern ; for that is the very time 
when minutes count for hours on board ship." 

ANTHONY THACHEB'S SHIPWRECK. 

The story of how Thacher's Island came by its name is one of 
tragical interest, and is found in a letter written by Anthony 
Thacber to his brothei' Peter, firet printed in Increase Mather's 
" Remarkable Providences." It is also briefiy related in Win- 
throp's "Journal," where it is entered, under the year of its 
occurrence, IC35, as an incident of the awful tempest that has 
thus become historical. The historian Hubbard, writing long 
after the event, says that "the like was never in this place 
known in the memory of man, before or since." On the land 
houses were overturned and unroofed, the com was beaten down 
to the ground, and the harvest nearly ruined, and thousands of 
trees were torn up by the roots, broken in two like pipe-stems, 
or twisted off like withes, so that the effects of it were visible 
for many years afterwards. At sea its results were no less ter- 
rible, the tide rising to twenty feet on some parts of the coast, 
and being then kept from ebbing in its usual course by the 
extraordinary violence of the gale. Of the many disasters sig- 
nalizing its presence, that which the letter relates is a most 
graphic episode. It would be an injustice to the reader not to 
present it in all its primitive quaintness of form and style as a 
specimen literary composition of the day. Here it is: — 

I must turn my drowned pen and shaking bond to indite this story 
of BUch sad news as never before this happened in New England. 

There was a leagtie of perpetual friendship between my cousin 
Averj- and myself, never to forsake each other to the death, but to be 
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[iHitukers uf ench other's mUery or wcirorc, aa uIm pf linbiloluiti, in 
lilt! Bttuie place. Nuw upon our urrival in New England there wu 
un offer niiulc unto ua. My cousin Avery wiu invited to Mkrble- 
liewl [o li« tbdr pastor m due time ; them bdng no church planted 
there ag yet, Liit a town up[H>inttsl to net up itie trade of fishing. 
Because many there (the must being liBhunuen) were something 
loose and reiniea in their lieliavior, iny cousin Avery wiw unwilling to 
)ju tliilher ; ntsd so relueing, we went to Newberry, intending there 
to sit duwu. But buiiLj; suliciteil bo often both by the men of the 
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place and by the mogiatrates, and by Mr, Cotton, and mort of tin 
miniiitere, who nllegeU what a benefit we might be In the people there, 
and aUo k> the country and commonwealth, at length we embraced 
it, and thither consented to go. They af Mnrbkbead forthwith e 
a pinnace for us and our goods. 

We embarked at Ipswich, AuhubI U, 1636, with our families and j 
substance, bound for Marbleheud, weljeing in all twenty-three souU, — j 
vii„ eleven in my cousin's family, seveu in mine, and one Mr. Wll* 4 
liam Eliot, sometimes of New Sarmu, and four mariners. The next J 
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moraii^, having commended ourselves to Ood, with chearful he&rta 
we hoUted sul. But the Lord suddenlj turned oui cbeerfulaesa into 
tuoumiiig and lamentations. For on the 14th of this August, 1635, 
about ten at night, having a fresh gale of wind, our sails, being old 
and done, were split. The mariners, because that it was night, would 
not put to new soils, but resolved to cast anchor till the morning. 
But before daylight it pleased the Lord to send so mighty a stonn, 
as the like was never known in New England since the English 
came, not in the memory of an; of the Indians. It was so furious, 
that our anchor came home. Whereupon the marinera let out more 
cable, which at last slipped away. Then our sailors knew not what 
to do ; bnt we were driven before the wind and waves. 

My cousin and I perceived our danger, [tuid] solemnly recom- 
mended ourselves to God, the Lord both of earth and seas, expecting 
with every wave to be swallowed up and drenched in the deeps. 
And as my cousin, his wife, and my tender babes sat comforting and 
cheering one the other in the Lord against ghasily death, which every 
moment stared us in the face and sat triumphing upon each one's 
forehead, we were by the violence of the waves and fury of the winds 
(by the Lord's permission) lifted up u[>oii a rock between two high 
rocks, yet all was one rock. But it ruj^ed with the stroke, which 
came into the piuuace, so as we were presently up to our middles in 
water, as we sat. The waves came furiously and violently over uo, 
and against us ; but by reason of the rock's proportion could not lift 
ns off, but beat her all to pieces. Now look with nie upon our dis- 
tress, and consider of my misery, who beheld the ship broken, the 
wat«r ill lier and violently overwhelming us, my goods and provis- 
ions swimming in the seas, my friends almost drowned, and mine 
own poor children so untimely (if I may so term it without offence) 
before mine eyes drowned, and ready to be swallowed up and <lashed 
to pieces against the rocks by the merciless waves, and myself ready 
to accompany them. But I must go on to an end of this woful 
relation. 

In the same room whereas he sat, the master of the pinnace, not 
knowing what to do, our foremast was cut down, our mainmast broken 
in three pieces, the fore part of the pinnace beat away, our goods 
swimming about tbe seas, my children bewaUing me, as not pitying 
themselves, and myself bemoaning them, poor souls, whom I had 
occasioned to such un end in their tender years, whenas they could 
scarce be sensible of death, — and so likewise my cousin, his wif^ 
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and hia chUdren ; and both of un bewailing eacli other in our Lord 
and only Saviour JeBiu Cbrust, in whom only we hail comfort and 
cheerfulneu ; ingomach that, from the greatest to the least of as, 
there wai not one ecreech or outcry made ; but all, as silent sheep, 
were contentedly resolved to die together lovingly, aa since oor 
acquaintance we had lived together biendly. 

Now as I was sitting in the cabin room iloor, with my body in the 
roora, when lo! one of the sailors, by a wave being washed out of the 
pinnace, was gotten in again, and coming into the cabin room over 
my bock, crieil out, " We are all cast away. The Lord have mercy 
apon lu ! 1 have been washed overboard into the sea, and am gotten 
in again." His speeches made me look forth. And looking toward 
th« sea, and seeing bow we were, I turned myself to ray cousin and 
the rest, and spoke these worde : "O cousin, it hath pleased Ood to 
cast Ufl here between two rocks, the shore not far from us, for I saw 
the lops of trees when I looked forth." Whereupon the master of 
the pinnace, looking up at the scuttle-hole of the quarter-deck, went 
out at it ; but I never saw him afterward. Then he that hod been 
in the sea went out again by me, and leoped overboard toward the 
rocks, whom afterward also I could not see. 

Now none were left in the bark that I knew or saw, but my consin, 
his wife and chililren, myself and luine, and bin maidservant. But 
tny cousin thought 1 would have fled from him, ami said unto me ; 
" cousin, leave us not, let us dia together ; " and reached forth hia 
hand unto me. Then I, letting go ray son Peter's hand, took hira by 
the hand and said : " Cousii), I purpose it not. Whitlier shall I go ) 
I am willing and ready here to die with you and my poor children. 
Ood be mereiful to ua, and receive us to himself ! " adding these 
words : " The Lord is able to help and deliver us." He replied, saying, 
" Truth, cousin ; but what his pleasure is, we know not. I fear we 
have been too unthankful for former delivemnces. But he liuth 
piomiseil to deliver us from sin and condemnation, and to bring us 
safe to heaven through the all-sufficient satisfiiction of Jesus Christ. 
This, therefore, we may challenge of him." To which I, replying, 
said, " That is all the deliverance I now desire and expect." 

Which words I had no sooner spoken, but by a mighty wave I was, 
with the piece of the bark, washed out upon part of the rock, where 
the wave left me almost drowned. But recovering my feet, I saw 
above me on the rock my daughter Mary. To whom I had no 
sooner gotten, but my cousin Avery and his eldest son came to us, 
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being alt four of us washed out by one and the eame ware. We went 
all into a small hole on the top of the rock, whence we called to those 
in the pinnace to come unto ub, supposing we had been in more safetj 
than they were in. My wife, seeing ua there, was crept up into the 
scuttle of the (luarter-deck, to come unto us. But presently came 
another wave, and dashing the pinnace all to pieces, carried my wife 
away in the scuttle as she was, with the greater pajt of the quarter- 
deck, unto the shore ; where she was cast safely, but her legs were 
something bruised. And muuh timber of the vessel being there also 
cost, she was some time before she could get away, being washed by 
the waves. All the rest that were in the bark were drowned in the 
merciless seas. We four by that wave were clean swept away from 
off the rock also into the sea ; the Lord, in one instant of time, dis- 
posing of fifteen souls of ua according to his good pleasure and will. 

His pleasure and wonderful great mercy to me was thus. Stand- 
ing on the rock, as before you heard, with my eldest daughter, my 
cousin, and his eldest son, looking upon and talking to them in the 
bark, wlienas we were by that merciless wave washed o£f the rock, as 
before you heaid, Qod, in his mercy, caused me to fall, by the stroke 
of the wave, flat on my face ; for my face was towanl the sea. Inso- 
much, that as 1 was sliding off the rock into the sea, the Lord directed 
my toes into a joint in the rock's side, as also the tops of some of my 
fingers, with my right hand, by means whereof, the wave leaving me, 
I remained so hanging on the rock, only my Lead above the water ; 
when on the left hand I espied a board or ptank of the pinnace. And 
as I was reaching out my left hand to lay hold on it, by another com- 
ing over the top of the rock I was washed awoy from the rock, and 
by the violence of the waves was driven hither and thither in the 
seas a great while, and had many dashes against the rocks. At length, 
past hopes of life, and wearied in body and spirits, I even gave over 
to nature ; and being ready to receive in the waters of death, I lifted 
up both my heart and hands to the God of heaven, — for note, I had 
my senses remaining perfect with me all the time that I was under 
and in water, — who at that instant lifted my head above the top of the 
water, that so I might breathe without any hindrance by the waters. 
I stood bolt upright, as if I had atooil upon my feet ; bnt 1 felt no 
bottom, nor hod any footing for to stand upon but the waters. 

While I was thus above the water, I saw by me a piece of the mast, 
as I suppose, about three foot long, which I labored to catch into my 
arms. But suddenly I was overwhelmed with water, and driven to 
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and fro agoio, and at last I felt the ground with m; rigbt foot. Wlien 
immediatelf, whilst I was thiu grovelling on m; face, I, preuntly 
recovering my feet, was in the water np to my breast, and tfaroi^h 
God's great mercy had my face unto the shore, and not U> the sea. I 
made haste to get out, but was thrown down on my hands with the 
waves, and so with safety crept to the dry shore, where, blessing 
Ood, I turned about to look for my children and friends, but saw 
neither, nor any part of the pinnace, where I left them, as I supposed. 
But I saw my wife, about a butt length from me, getting herself forth 
&om amongst the timber of the broken bark ; but before I could get 
onto her, she was gotten to the shore. I was in the water, after I 
vu washed from the rock, before 1 came to the shore, a quarter of an 
hour at least. 

When we were come each to other, we went and sat under the 
bank. But fear of the seas' roaring, and our coldness, woidd not 
suffer ua there to remain. But we went up into the land, and sat ns 
down under a cedor-tree, which the wind bad thrown down, where 
we sat about an hour, ahnost dead with cold. But now the storm 
was broken up, and the wind was culm ; but the sea remained rough 
and fearful Ui us. My legs were much bruised, and so was my head. 
Other hurt bad I none, neither hud 1 taken in much quantity of 
water. But my heart would not let me ait still any longer ; but 1 
would go to see if tiny moie were gotten to the land in safety, espe- 
cially hoping to have met with some of my own poor children ; but I 
could Rnd none, neither dead nor yet living. 

You condole with me my rai-wries, who now began to consider of 
my losses. Now came to my remeiubraiicc the time and manner how 
and when I last iiaw and left my children nud friends. One was 
severed from me sitting on the rock at my feet, the other three in the 
pinnace ; my little babe (ah, ]>oiir Peter!) sitting in his sister Edith's 
arms, who to the uttermost of her power sheltered him from the 
waters ; my ]ioor William stjinilinj; elose iinlo them, nil tiiree of them 
looking ruefully on me on the rock, their very coiintenoucea calling 
unto me to help them ; whom I could not go unto, neither could they 
come at me, neither would the merciless waves aHord me space or 
time to use any means at all, either to help them or myself. Oh, I 
yet see their cheeks, poor silent lambs, pleading pity and help at my 
hands. Then, on the other side, to consider the loss of my dear 
friends, with the agioiling and loss of all our goods and provisions, 
myself cast upou an unknown land, in a wilderness, I knew not 
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where nor how to get thence. Then it came to my mind how I had 
occasioned the death of my children, who caused them to leave their 
native land, who might have left them there, yea, and might have 
sent some of them bock again, and cost me nothing. These and anch 
like thoughts do press down my heavy heart very much. 

But 1 must let this pass, and will proceed on in the relation of 
Owl's goodness unto me in that desolate island, on which I was cast. 
I and my wife were almost naked, both of us, and wet and cold even 
unb> death. 1 found u siiapsack cast on the shore, in which I had a 
eteel, and flint, and powder-horn. Going farther, I fouikd a drowned 
goat ; then I found a hat, and my son William's coat, both which 
I put OQ. My wife found one of her petticoats, which she put on. I 
fonnd also two cheeses and some butter driven ashore. Thus the 
Lord sent us some clothes to put on, and food to sustain our new 
lives, which we bod lately given unto us, and means also to make 
hre ; for in a horn I had some gunpowder, which, to mine own, and 
since to other men's mlniimtian, was dry. So taking a piece of my 
wife's neckcloth whitb 1 dried in the sun, I stmcb hre, and bo dried 
and warmed our wet bodies ; and then skinned the goat, and having 
found a small brass poi, we boiled some of her. Our drink was 
brackish water ; bread wc ha<l none. 

There wc remained until the Monday following ; when, about 
tliree of the clock in the afternoon, in a boat that come that way, we 
went off that desolate island, which I named after my name, Thacher's 
Woe, and the rock, Aveiy his Fall, to the end that their fall and loss, 
and mine own, might lie had in pcq)etual remembrance. In the iale 
lieth buried the Imrly of my cousin's eldest daughter, whom I found 
dcail on tlie shore. On the Tuesday following, in the afternoon, we 
arrived at Marbleheud. 

Such an event would naturally have itH poetic pendant. The 
simple pathos of tlie prose narrative may now he contrasted 
with the chaste beauty of Whittier's " Swan Song of Parson 
Avery," wliieh turns upon the popular fallacy that the swan 
poure forth its expiring breath in song. 
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THE SWAN SONG OF PARSON AVERT. 

J. a. WHrTTIBB. 

Whek the reaper's lAsk waa ended, an<l the Biimnier wearing late, 
Punon Avery Bailed from Newbury, witb hid wife and children 

eight. 
Dropping down the river-harbor in the shallop " Watcli and Wait." 



All day they tailed : at nightfall the pleasant land-breeze died, 
The blackening nky, at midnight, its Eiarry ligbta denied, 
And far and low the thunder of tempest propheeicd ! 



All at once the great clond parted, liku a curtain drawn aside, 
To let down the torch of lightning on tlie terror far and wide ; 
And the lliunder and the whirlwind together smote the tide. 

There waa wailing in the sliallop, woman's wail and man's despair, 
A crash of breaking timbers on the nicks so sharp and bare. 
And, tbnu^h it all, the murmur of Father Avery's prayer. 



" In this night of death I challenge the promise of thy word ! — 
Let me see the great salvation of which mine ears have heard I — 
Let me pass from hence forgiven, through the grace of Christ, o 
Lonll" 



When the Christian sings his death-song, all the listening heavens 

And the angels, leaning over the walls of crystal, bear 

llow the notes so faint and broken swell to niu«c in God's car. 

The ear of God was open to his servant's last re<juest ; 

As the strong wave swept him downward the sweet hymn upward 

pressed, 
And the soul of Father Avery went, singing, to its rest. 



TBE BPECTRE LKAGUEBS. 



THE SPECTRE LEAGUERS. 

THE fatal year 1C92, in vbich the tvitchciait terrorism bo 
thoroughly permeated things mundane, has one ludicrous 
chapter to redeem it &om utter fatuity. 

It is gravely told in the " Magnalia Christi " of Cotton Mather, 
and on the authority of the Beverend John Emerson, of Glou- 
cester, how a number of rollicking apparitions, dressed like gentle- 
men, in vhite waistcoats and breeches, kept that and the neigh- 
boring towns in a state of feverish excitement and alarm foi a 
whole fortnight together. And neither of the reverend persons 
uamed seems to have entertained a doubt that these unaccount- 
able molestations were caused hy the Devil and bis agents in 
propria p^iona, who took Hie human form for the better exe- 
cution of their deep design. It is not very clear what that de- 
sign was. The spectres, if such they were, — and as it would 
be unpardonable in us to doubt, — appear to have been a harm- 
less sort of folk enough, for they did no injury either to the per- 
sons or the property of the inhabitants, thus laying their natural 
propensities under a commendable restraint. But the fact that 
they were spirits, and no ordinary spirits at that, being so con- 
fidently vouched for, and by such high authority on such mat- 
ters as Dr. Cotton Mather, would seem to dispose of all doubt 
upon the subject. Should any, however, remain in the reader's 
mind after perusing the following account, he is reminded that 
what he has read is the sworn evidence of men who actually 
fought with, and on more than one occasion disgracefully routed 
and drove the invading demons before tbcm into dark swamps 
and thickets. These witnesses ai-e all persons of character and 
credibility. Moreover, their testimony remains unshaken by any 
subsequent revelations to this day. The reader may therefore 
depend upon the authoritative character of the narrative. 
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In the midsummer time, in tho year 1692, of fatal memorf, 
Ebenour Babson, a sturdy yeoman of Cape Ann, with the i«8t 
of his fkmily, almost every nigbt heard noises as if some persons 
were walking or running hither and thither about the house. 
He being out late one night, when returning home saw two men 
come out of his own door, and then at sight of him nm swiftly 
from the end of the house into the adjoining cornfield. Going 
in, he immediately questioned his familj' concerning these 
strange visitors. They promptly repUed that no one at all had 
been there during his absence. Starred by this denial, but 
being withal a very resolute, stout-hearted man, Babeon seized 
his gun and went out iu pursuit of the intruders. When he had 
gone a little way from the house, he saw the same men suddenly 
start up from behind a log and run into a awamp that waa near 
by. He also overlieard one say to the otlier, " The man of the 
house is now come, else we might have taken the house." Then 
he lost sight of them. 

Upon this, expecting an immediate attack, the whole family 
rose in consternation, and went with all lioste to the nearest 
garrison, which was only a short distance oti'. They had only 
just entered it when they heard lieavy footfalls, as if a number 
of men were trampling on the ground around it. Then Babson 
again took his gun and ran out, and he again saw the two men 
running away down the hill into the swamp. Cy this time 
no one doubted that they were threatened with an Indian fo^ 
ray, that these men were the enemy's scouts, and that the 
danger was imminent. 

The next night but one, Babson, for the third time, saw two 
men, who lie thought looked like Frenchmen, one of them hav- 
ing a bright gun, such as the French Canailians used, slung on 
his back. Both of them started towards him at the top of their 
speed j but Babson, taking to his heels, made good his escape 
into the garrison, and so eluded them. When ho had got safely 
in, the noise of men moving about on the outside was again 
distinctly heard. Not long after these strange things had taken 
place, Babson, with another man,' named John Brown, saw three 
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men (the number, like Fulataff's men in buckram, had now in- 
creased to three), whom they tried hard to get a aLot at, but did 
not, owing to the strangers' dodging about in eo lively & manner 
that they could nut Utke aim. Fur two or tliree nights these 
men, or devils in the form of men, continue*! to apjiear in the 
Bitme mysterious way, for the purpose of drawing the Cape men 
out into a wild-goose ohase after tliem. On July H, Babson, 
BrowD, and all the garrison saw witbiu gunshot of them half-a- 
dozen men, whom they suppoaed to be reconnoitring, or trying 




to decoy them into an ambush. The brave garrison at onee 
sallied out in hot pursuit, fiubson, who seems to have ever 
sought the forefront of battle, presently overtook two of the 
skulking vt^bonja, took good aim, and pulled the trigger ; hut 
his trusty gun miaaed fire, and they got away and hid tliera- 
seivea among the bushes. He then called out to his comrades, 
who immediately answered, " Here they are ! licrc they are I " 
when Babson, running to meet them, saw three men stealing out 
of the swamp side by side. Bringing his gun to his shoulder, 
with sure aim this time he fired ; when all three fell as if shot. 
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Almost beaide himself, Babsou cried out to bis companions that 
be had killed three. But when he was come nearly up to the 
supposed dead men, thoy all rose up and ran away, apparently 
without hurt or wound of any kind. Indeed one of them gave 
Bahson a shot in return for his own, the bullet nanowly miss- 
ing him, and burying itself in a tree, from which it was afte> 
ward dug ciut, and preserved as a trophy of the combat Babson 
thinking this warm work, took refuge behind a tree and reloaded. 
Then, his comrades liaving joined him, they all chained together 
upon the spot where the fugitives lay concealed. Again the 
spectres started up before their eyes and ran, " every man his 
way." One, however, they siurounded and hemmed in, and 
Babson, getting a fair shot at him, saw him drop. But when 
seai'cb was made, tlio dead body bad vanished. After a fruit- 
less bunt, during wbicb the stout-hcartud Colonists heard a loud 
talking going on in the swamp, iu »omo outlandish jargon tbey 
could not undcratond a woni of, they returned, crestfallen and 
lialf dead witli fatigue, to the garrison, in order to report their 
ill-success. But no sooner were tbey back there, than they saw 
more men skulking among the bushes, who prudently kept out 
of gunshot. Wliat could it nil moan! 

Tlic next morning Baltsou started to go over to the harbor in 
order to give the alarm there, for it was not doubted by any one 
that an attack was imminent. While on his way thither be 
was waylaid and fired at by the " unaccountable troublers," who, 
strange to say, loaded their guns with real bullets, aa poor Bab- 
sou was near finding out to liis cost. Having iirecurcd help, 
the neighborhood was scoured for traces of the attacking party, 
two of whom were seen, but not being mortal flesh and blood, 
could not be harmed by lead or steel. 

In the course of a few days more, two of the garrison went 
out upon a scout, who saw several men come out of an orchard, 
in which they seemed to be performing some strange incanta- 
tions. Tbey counted eleven of tbcni. Richard Dolliver raised 
bis gun and fired into the midst of them, where they stood the 
thickest ; but of course without other cfl'ect than to make them 
scatter us before. 
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It iiow being clear that the strange visitors bore a charmed 
life, and that the Cape was in great peril from thia diabolical 
invasion, the end of which no mun could foresee, tlie aid of the 
surrounding towns waa invoked in this truly alarming cnsis. 
A reinl'orcement of sixty men from Ipswich, led by Captain Ap- 
pletou, coming promptly to the rescue, gave the garrison much 
encouragement, beleaguered round aa they were by the Powers 
of Darkness, against which lead and steal were of no more efl'ect 
than auowbulls or rushes would have been. For a fortnight 
they had been kept in continual alarm, night and day. The 
infernal visitants showed themselves first in one place and then 
in another, to draw out and harass thout, until a foeman eeemed 
lurking in every bush. Though repeatedly shot at, none could 
be killed. They threw stones, beat upon bams with uluha, and 
otherwise acted more in the spirit of diabolical revehy than as 
if actuated by any deadlier pur^iose. They moved about the 
swamps without leaving any tracks, like ordinary beings. In 
abort, it was evident that such adversaries as these were, must 
1» fought with other weapons besides matchlocks and broad- 
swords ; consequently a strange fear fell up<ju the Cape. 

Finally they became still more insolently bold, and ao far 
from showing the same cowardly diapoaition to take to tbeir 
heels •whenever they were chased, they now treated their p^^ 
suera with open contempt. For instance, seeisg three of the 
unknown approaching him one morning, walking slowly and 
apparently unmindful of any danger, Babson ensconced himself 
behind some buahea to lie in wait for them. He held his fire 
until they were come within a stone's throw before ha pulled 
the trigger. But to bia unspeakable dianiny his gun flashed in 
the pan, though he repeatedly snapped it at the phantoms, who 
took no other notice of him than to give him a disdainful look 
as they walked by. Yet he soon afterward snapped the same 
gun several times in succession, and it never once missed fire. 
The goblins Imd charmed it ! 

It being settled that these iuanlts proceeded from spectres, and 
not from beings who were vulnerable to weapons of mortal make, 
IT 
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tlw unequal contest was abandoned. When this was done, the 
demons' occupation being gone, they too disappeared. 

It should be said in conclusion, and on the same anthority 
■a that to which we owe the nairation, that the most conaenta- 
tire minds re^iarded theee occnnencee as a part of the deocent 
from the invisible world then menacing the peace of the Colony, 
and thteatening the churches therein with iiretrieTable disaster. 

The poetic version of this legend opens with a glimpse of the 
■oene that is itself worth a whole chapter of description. We 
are then introduced to the Colonial ganison-houee, rudely but 
strongly built, to protect the settlers &om their savage foes, and 
to its valiant defenders, who with theii useless arms is their 
hands await in dread the asaault of the demons. Mr. Whittier, 
be it said, is seldom happier than when dealing with the legend- 
ary lore extracted from the old chronicles. In him the spirit 
of an antiquary and the feeling of the poet exist in as amiable 
fellowship as they did in Sir Walter Scott, who ransacked the 
legends of Scotland for hia tales in prose or verse. 

THE GARRISON OF CAPE ANN. 

J. a. WBITTIER. 

Whbbe the Bea-waves back and fornanl, hoarse with rolling pebbles, 

tan, 
The garriBon-house stood watching on the gray rocks of Cape Ann ; 
On its windy site uplifting gabled roof and palisade, 
And rough walla of unhewn timber with the moonlight overlaid. 

Before the deep-mouthed chimney, dimly lit by dying brands, 
Twenty Boldiera aat and waited, with their muaketa in their hands ; 
On the roiigh-hewn oaken table the venison haunch was ahared, 
And the pewter tankard circled slowly round from beaid to beard. 

But their voices sank yet lower, sank to husky tones of fear. 
As they spake of present tokens of the poweis of evil near ; 
Of ft spectral host, defying stroke of steel and aim of gun ; 
Never yet was ball to slay them in the mould of mortals run I 
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Midnight come ; from out the forest moved a diuky mase that soon 
Grew to worrioiB, plumed and painted, grimly marching in the moon. 
" Ghouls or tritches," «aid the captain, " thus I foil the Evil One I " 
And he latumed a mlver buUoD, from his doublet, down hie gun. 

" God preserve ub 1 " said the captain j " never mortal foes were there ; 
They have vanished with their leader. Prince and Power of the air ! 
Lay aside your useless weapons ; skill and prowess naught avail ; 
They who do the Devil's service wear their master's coat of mail ! " 

So the night grew near to cock-crow, when again a warning call 
Boused the Bcore of weary soldiers watching round the diuky hall ; 
And they looked to flint and priming, and they longed for break of 

But the captain dosed his Bible : " Let oa cease from man, and 



To the men who went before ns, all the unseen powers seemed near. 
And their steailfast strength of courage struck its roots in holy fear. 
Every hand forsook the musket, every head was bowed and bare. 
Every stout knee pressed the flagstones, as the captain led in prayer. 

Ceased thereat the mystic marching of the spectres round the wall, 
But a sound abhorred, unearthly, smote the ears and hearts of all, — 
Howls of rage and shrieks of anguish ! Never after mortal man 
Saw the ghostly leaguers marctui^ round the blockhouse of Cape 



OLD MEG, THE WITCH. 

WE can easily bring the ^e of ciedulity as lar forward as 
the middle of tbe last century, by means of a local 
legend in which mediaeval supeietition respecting witches sur- 
vives in full vigor. Tlie test of the silver bullet recalls the 
weird incantation scene in " Der Freiechiitz," and all the demon 
lore associated with the gloomy depths of the Hartz. 
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There was a repnted witch by the name uf Uaiigoiet Weaaou, 
and fiuniliarly known by the uune of "Old Heg," who once 
resided in Gloucester. After having been for many yean the 
object of auperatitioua curiosity and dread to the inhabitants of 
the Cape, she at length came to her end in the futlowiiig strasge 
and mysterious manner. At the time of the celebrated victorious 
ai^e of Louisburg by the Colonial troops iu 1745, two soldiers 
of the Massachusetts line belonging to Gloucester happened to 
have their attention drawn to the movements of a crow that 
kept hovering over them. They threw stones, and then fired 
their muskets at it, but could neither touch nor terrify it ; the 
bird still continued flying round them and cawing horribly in 
their eare. At length it occurred to one of them that it might 
be Old Meg. He communicated his suspicions to his comrade; 
and as nothing but silver was believed to have any power to 
li^ure a witch, they cut the silver buttons off from their uni- 
form coats and discharged tliem at the crow. The experiment 
succeeded. At the first shot they broke its log ; at the second 
it fell dead at their feet. When they returned to Gloucester, 
they learned that Old Meg had broken ber leg while walking 
by the fort in that place at the precise time when they had shot 
and killed the crow five hundred miles distant ; after lingering 
for a while in great agony she died. And now comes the sin- 
gular part of the story ; for upon examining her fractured limb, 
the identical silver buttons which the soldiers had fired from 
their muskets under the walls of Louisburg were extracted from 
the flesh. The story of Old Meg was long familiarly told in 
Gloucester, although the credulity which once received it as 
solemn truth has nearly, if not quite, passed away, says the 
Reverend Charles W. Upham, who makes the statement so 
lately as 1832. It has, however, been reproduced among the 
sober records of fact contained in Mr. Babson'a "History of 
Cloucester." 



AN ESCAPE FEOM PIRATES. 



AN ESCAPE FROM PIRATES. 

ACCORDING to the hiBtorian Thucydides, the Greeka were 
the first piratee. The ancient poete tell us that those 
who sailed along the coasts in quest of prey were everywhere 
accosted with the question, " whether they were pirates," not as 
a term <if reproach, but of honor. So also the vikings of the 
North were little less than corsairs, whose vahant deeds of arms, 
and whose adventurous voyages to distant lands, celehrated in 
their a^jaa, were conceived aud performed with no nobler pur- 
pose than robbery. 

But the modern pirate had neither the rude sense of honor 
nor the chivalrous notions of warfare distinguishing his ancient 
prototype. He was simply a robber and a murderer, bidding all 
honest traders to "stand and deliver" like the aquatic highway- 
man that he was. Even the mildest-mannered man among them 
"that ever scuttled ship or cut a throat" was no more than 
this ; while the m^ority were beings fitted by nature for a career 
of crime, the bare recital of which makes us shudder. 

During the first quarter of the eighteenth century our own 
seas swarmed with these freebooters, whose depredations upon 
our commerce are the theme of some of the most startling epi- 
sodes preserved in the whole annals of piracy. Blackbeard, Low, 
and Phillips stand pre-eminent at the head of this black list. 
It is with the last that our story has to do. 

In the course of his last piratical cruise, during which he 
swept the coast from Jamaica to Newfoundland, Phillips fell in 
with and captured the sloop " Dolphin," Andrew Hanaden, 
master, belonging to Cape Ann. The " Dolphin," being a bet- 
ter vessel than his own, the pirate transferred his black flag to 
her, sending the crew away in another of his prizes. Captain 
Hairaden was, however, detained a prisoner on board his own 



262 NEW-ENGLAND LEGENDS. 

vesseL Two of the pirate craw, John Fillmore, of Ipswich, ftnd 
Edw&id Cheeeman were men whom Phillips had Uken out of 
the ahipa that he bad plundered and pressed into his Bervice, 
thoa making tfaem pirates (gainst their will Being found use- 
ful, Gheesman had been promoted to the post of ship's carpenter 
ebortly before the " Dolphiu" was captured. Both he and Fill- 
more, however, were brave young fellows, and both had fully 
determined, come what might, to take the first opportunity 
that presented itself of escaping from Phillips' dutches ; but the 
jealous watchfulness of the older pirates was such tliat they 
could get no opportunity of talking to each other about what 
was in their minds, except when feigning to be asleep, or when 
pretending to play at cards together. But by stealth they at 
length come to au understanding. 

To Captain Harraden these two presently broached their pur- 
pose ; and finding him ready and willing to strike a blow for the 
recovery of his vessel and hU liberty, they with four confeder- 
ates, who wore already pledged to stand by them, fixed the day 
and the hour for making the hazardous attempt. 

When the appointeil hour of noou had arrived, Cheesman, the 
leader, with Fillmore and Harreden, were on deck, as also were 
Nut, the master of the, " Dolphin," a fellow of great strength 
and courage, the boatswain, and some others of the pirate crew. 
But of all on board, Nut and the boatswain were the two whom 
the conspirators most feared to encounter. Cheesman, however, 
promised to take care of the master if the others would attend 
to the boatewain. No firearms were to be used. The attack 
was to be suddenly made, and possession of the deck to be 
gained, before the alarm should spread below. 

Cheesman, having left his working tools on the deck, as if he 
were going to use them about the vessel, walked aft to b^n 
with the master ; but seeing some signs of Umidity in Hansden, 
he came back, gave him and his mates a diam of brandy each, 
drinking to the boatswain and the master the toast, "To our 
next meny-meetiug." He then took a turn up and down ths 
deck with Nut, in order to occupy the pirate's attention, while 



KOBMAN'a WOE. 263 

Fillmore, aa if in sport, picked up the caipentei'a aze from where 
it was l^iug, and began to twirl it around on the point. 

This was tbo signal agreed upon. Gheesman instantly grap- 
pled with the master, and, being a man of powerful frame, after 
a brief struggle pitched him over the side into the sea. Fill- 
more, rushing upon the boatswain, with one blow of the axe 
laid h i"i dead upon the deck. The noise of the scufQe brought 
the piiate chief on deck ; but Cheesman quickly disabled him 
with a blow from the carpentet'a mallet, which fractured his jaw- 
bone. Having armed himself with an adze, Harraden then 
sprang upon Pliillips with his uplifted weapon ; but the gunner 
of the pirate interposing between them, Cheesman tripped up 
his heels, throwing him into the arms of a confederate, who 
flung him overboard, after the master. Uanaden then finished 
with PhilhpB. 

The conapii&tora then jumped into the hold and fell upon 
the quartermaster, who was the only officer remaining alive ; 
when a young lad on board pleaded so earnestly for his life that 
he was spared. The rest of the pirate crew being securely put 
in irons, the vessel was steered directly for Boston, where she 
arrived on the 3d of May, 1724, to the great joy of the people of 
the province. Two of the Pirates, Archer, the quartennaster, 
and WilUam White, were tried, convicted, and executed. Fill- 
more, Cheesman, and their confederates were honorably acquit- 
ted. Jolm Fillmore, the pirate in spite of himself, was the 
greatgrandfather of the thirteenth President of the United 
States. 



NORMAN'S WOE. 

TOUCHING the name of the rock called Norman's Woe, 
little more is known than that Goodman Norman and bis 
son were among the first to settle here ; and it is therefore as- 
sumed that this headland and its outlying islet preserve a &mily 
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Burnftiue at once bo!J and pictiiresi|ua. That no record ia known, 
Ui explain liow tli« rock originally reueived it« name, or wtiat the 
cataatruphe it was intuiided to perpetuate, ia only another iii- 
BtnncH of the instability of lociU traditions. Many of the names 
now ill um on Cape Ann g<i as far hack as the first decade of the 
settlement. For iiiatonce, Kettle Island and Baker's Island were 
named before ItiSl. This one, like Thacher'a Island, ia pro- 
bably commemorative of some uncommon individual experience 
or disaster ; but whatever that may have been, its memory is 
probably lost beyond recovery. 







NOnUAN's WOE ROCK. 



Not lost ita claim to a wider celebrity than some of our most 
famous battlefields, for it is the scene so vividly described in 
Longfellow's "Wreck of tlie ' Heapenis.'" 

In his biographical sketch of the poet Longfellow, Mr. Francis 
H. Underwood says of this ballad that it " ia deservedly ad- 
mired, especially for the vigor of ita descriptions. It is," ha 
continues, "in truth a ballad such as former centuries knew, and 
which are seldom written now. Its free movement, directness, 
and pictorial power combine to make it one of the most remark- 
able of the autlior's poems." 



NORMA N's woe. 
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Tet Mr. Fields, the poet's genial friend and whilom his pub- 
lisher, says that the " Wreck of the ' Heapenia ' " hardly caused 
ita author an effort. The facta with regaKt to its composition 
are these: After a dreadful gale in the winter of 1839, which 
strewed the coast with wrecks, he bad been reading the cata- 
logue of its disasters with which the newapapera were tilled. 
The stormy Cape had rea|ted its full share of this terrible har- 
vest. Forty dead bodies, among them that of a woman lashed 
to a piece of wreck, had been washed up on the Gloucester 
shore. One of tbe lost vessels was named the " Hesperus," and 
the name of Norman's "Woo now met his eye, — perhaps for the 
first time. The event impressed bim so deeply that he dete^ 
mined to write a ballad upon it. Late one night as he »at by the 
fire smoking his pipe, the whole scene came vividly into his 
mind ; ami under the absorbing impulse of the moment, taking 
his pen, he wrote this most graphic of ballads. He then went to 
bed, but, as he tells us, not to sleep ; for new thoHgbta were run- 
ning in his head which kept him awake. He rose and added 
them to the first draught. At three in the morning he had tin- 
ishod the ballad as it stands. 

Although, in point of fact, no such vessel as the " Hesperus " 
was wrecked on the reef of Norman's Woe, the poet's versified 
story ia founded upon a real incident, to which the use of these 
names lends a terrible interest In one sense, therefore, this 
ballad belongs to the legendary ; but by the poet's genius it is 
now Armly associated with the surf-beaten rock of Cape Ann, 
whose name of terror, derived from some unrecorded disaster, 
found no reason for its being, until a few strokes of the pen gave 
it immortality. 

From being merely the scene of a wreck, Norman's Woe has 
become a spot consecrated by genius. It is, therefore, no com- 
mon rock, but a monument to Mr. Longfellow far more sug- 
gestive and enduring than any memorial shaft that tlie most 
reverent bands may raise over his honored dust. " The letter 
killoth, but the spirit giveth life," 

The ballad is, as Mr, Underwood says, written in the quaint 
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old manner ; but what is more to the pnrpoee, it has the gennine 
ring, nervouB action, sonoiuus rhythm, and unmistakable flavOT 
of the aea throughout Thoee stanzas descriptive of the increu- 
iog fury of the gale have never been surpassed in the language. 

Colder and louder blew the wiud, 

A gale from the Northeai-t, 
The Bnuw fell iiissiiig in the brine. 

And the billows frothed like yeast. 

Down came the storm, sod smote amain 

The vessel in its strength ; 
She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed. 

Then leaped her cable's length. 



And fast through the midn^ht dork and diear. 
Through the whistling sleet and snow, 

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept 
Towanls the Reef of Nonnaii's Woe. 



She struck where the white and fleecy wave 

Looked soft as corded wool, 
But the cruel rocks, they gored her sides 

Like the horns of an angry bulL 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice. 
With the masts went by the boanJ ; 

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank. 
Ho ! ho ! the breakers roared ! 

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach, 

A fisherman stood aghnst, 
To see the form of a maiden fair, 

Lashed dose to a drifting mast. 
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HANNAH BINDING SHOES. 



"Beteslt Fabmh, Mabs.. Dec. 22, 1874. 

"Dear Sir, — As to 'Hannah's' locale, it is hard to detenuiue. 
I nsed to see her at all the windown in Beverly when I was a little 
child ; but I saw her more distinctly, about twenty years ago, on 
the road between Beverly and Morblebead. I think she lived in the 
latter place quite aa miii:b as at the fonuer. You see my home was 
in Beverly, and we Beverly children were rather afraid of the Marble- 
headers ; they hod the reputation of 'rocking' their seighbon out 
of town. I suspect, on the whole, that ' Hannah ' must have been 
a tramp, and bound shoes anyivhere she put up. Mr. Wood, who 
painted her picture, says he was shown her houBe in Marhlebead, 
and he ought to know. 

" But I have honestly told you all I know about her, except as a 
lodger in my imagination. 

" Sincerely ashamed of my ignorance, I am truly youra, 

"Ldct Labcou." 

Poor lone Hannah, 
Sitting at the vrindow binding shoes! 

Faded, wrinkled. 

Sitting, stitching in a mournful muse. 

Bright-eyed beauty once was she 

When the bloom was on the tree. 

Spring and winter 

Hannah 's at the window binding shoes. 

Not a neighbor 
Passing nod or answer will refuse 

To her whisper r 
"Is there from the fishetB any news J" 
Oh, her heart's adrift with one 
On on endless voyage gone ! 
Night and morning 
Hannah 's at the window binding shoes. 
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Fair jroung Hannah 
6cn, the Buu-bumt fisher gayly wnoea : 

Halp anii clever, 
For a wUUng heart and band he sues. 




POOR LOKE HASNJ 



May-day skies are all aglow, 
And th« waves are hinghing so I 
For her wolding, 
Hannah leaves her window and ber «hoea. 




HANXAH BINDIKQ SHOES. 

May ia passii^, — 
Mid the apple-boughe a pigeon cooes. 

Hannah shudders, 

For the wild sou'-wester mischief biews. 

Round the rocks of Marblehead, 

Outward bound, a scboonei sped. 

Silent, lonesome, 

Hannah 'a at the window binding shoes. . 

'T is November ; 
Now no tear her wasted cheek bedews. 

From Newfoundland 

Not a soil letumiiig will she lose ; 

Whispering hoarsely, " Fishermen, 

Have you, have you heard of Ben ) " 

Old with watching, 

Hannah 'b at the window binding shoes. 

Twenty winters 
Bleach and tear the nigged shoi« she view 

Twenty seasons ; — 

Never one has brought her any news. 

Still her dim eyes silently 

Chase the white sails o'er the sea. 

Hopeless, faithful 

Hannah 's at the window binding shoes. 



\ 



)tot Jhtbeat^. 



IPSWICH AND NEWBURY LEGENDS. 




IPSWICH LEGENDS. 



OLD IPSWICH is ono of the most delightful comere into 
which the artist or the aiitiquarj could have the good 
fortune to straj, for here either will find abuudunt occupation. 
Its physiognomy U old, its atmosphere drowsy, its quiat un- 
broken. The best residences are still the oldest ones, and among 
them are some very quaint epecimeus of the early Colonial arcfai- 
teoture, ujion which time seems to have made little irapression ; 
while here and there others stand up mere crazy hulks, so shaken 
and dilapidated inside and out, that every gale threatens to bring 
them down with a loud crash into the collars beneath. Somu of 
these have the reputation of being haunted houses, and are of 
course enveloped in mystery, — and indeed the whole atmos- 
phere of the place is thick with legendary lore, which the old 
people drop their voices when they are i^lattng. 

To me now there is no more striking picture than that of 
aome such crazy old structure, trembling, as the wind shakes il, 
like an old man with the palsy, its windows gaping wide, its 
chimney bent and tottering, the fire on its hearthstone extin- 
guished forever, the path to it overgrown with weeds, the old 
well choked up with rubbish and poisonous ivy, — everything 
expressing irretrievable decay, — standing in the midst of a still 
vigorous orchard just putting forth its sweet perennial bloom, 
18 
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Tith tiiA fresh uid tender gnus cieepii^ up to the tnoken 
thvethold, u if \atuie claimed wiuiitbuice, and would not bo 
mtiDh longer denied. That honse, yoa an told, wis built twa 
centuries ago. When an the builders ; and when the geoen- 
tions that came after them 1 The old well-sweep creaks moom- 
ftillj in the wind, and points its bony finger to the aky. Yet 
hen an the trees that they planted, still putting forth their 
bods, like mortals putting on immoitali^. 

It is natural, I think, in such a place to try to imagine the 
fint-comera looking about tbom. How did it look ; what did 
they think 1 They were a men handful, — the apostolic num- 
ber, — a vanguard sent to establish a semi- military post Upon 
ascending the hill above the river they found an outcropping 
ledge of goodly extent, forming a sort of natural platform, and 
upon this rock they built their church, which subsequently be- 
came so famous throughout the Colony under the successive 
ministiatioos of Ward, Rogers, Xorton, and Hubbanl, — all 
men eminent fur their learning and piety. Satan himself was 
not able to prevail against it ; for upun the smooth ledge out- 
side ia atill seen the distinct print of his sable majesty's cloven 
foot, when he was hurled from the pinnacle to the ground for 
attempting to conceal himself within the sanctuary. 

In another place, down by the river side, the bouse when 
Harry Main lived is pointed out to the visitor. Ho having thus a 
local habitation, the legend concerning him ia no vagabond tra- 
dition. Harry Main is tho Wandering Jew <if Ipgwich, around 
whom darkly liangs the shadow of an unpanlonablc crime and 
its fearful doom. It is said that he hart been by turna a pirate, 
a smuggler, and a wrecker, who followed tho wickeil trade of 
building fires on the san<ls, in order to decoy vessels among 
the breakera, where they were wrecked, and their crews perished 
miserably. For theae Crimea, at hia death he was dooii]e<t to be 
chained on Ipswich Bar, the scene of his former munlpmns ex- 
ploits, and everlastingly to coil a cable of sand there. When 
the cable broke, his demoniacal yells of baffled rage cuuM bo 
heard for miles around ; and when those fearful sounds an- 
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nonnced the rismg gale, mothers would clasp their babes to their 
breista wliile the men shoiktheir heads and said, ' Old Uarrj s 
gtnwiinj, ttj,am ' His jiawe was lout, the buj,bear used to 
fn(,hteii refraLtury chddreu into obedience, while the rote on 
the bar heard itt storms atiU audibly perpetuates the legend, 
with it€ roar 

The tld peiplo In in^ on Plum Island iiied t saj that Harry 




F\t)LOCK AMD REV, IPSWICH JAIL. 

Main's ghoat troubled them by wandering about the siuid-hills 
on stormy nights, so that they were afraid to venture out of doors 
after dark. Indeed tlip town itself, in its palmy days, waa so 
full of ghostly legends, that certain localitioa supposeil to be 
haunted, were scrupulously avoided by the timid ones, who had 
a mr'rtal dread of being nccosted by some vagabond spectre with 
its tnle of horror, 

Harry Main's house — for wo must remember that ho had 
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one ^ WM nuuBcked, and aver; rod of the gBiden dug up for 
the money that he was supposed to have buried theie ; hut 
nothing nwarded the search. Other places, too, have been ez- 
[doied with the same result, in quest of Kidd's hidden treaanies. 
One good man dieamed three nights in sucoeasion that vast aunu 
wen buried in a certain hill in the town. He could see the 
vei7 spot. Haunted bj the naliam of the dream, he determined 
to test the matter for himself; and one dark night, just as niid- 
night struck, he took his spade, his lantern, and bis Bible, and 
started on his weird errand. Upon reaching the spot he recog- 
nind it as the some that he had seen in his dream. He imme- 
diately fell to work. After plying his spade T^rouslj a whilt^ 
it struck a^inst some hard object. He now felt sure of his 
prize. Scraping the earth away with feverish hasto, he came 
to a flat stone having a bar of iron laid across it. This he 
eagerly grasped with one hand, and was about to turn the atone 
over with the other when he was suddenly surrounded by a troop 
of cats, whose eyeballs blazed in the darkness. The digger felt 
bis hair slowly rising on end. A cold sweat stood on his brow. 
Brandishing the bar aloft, he cried out, " Scat ! " when these vig- 
ilant guardians of the treasure vanished in a twinkling, leaving 
the crest&llen money-digger standing up to his middle in cold 
water, which had poured into the bole, when he broke the spell 
by speaking. Half drowned, and wholly disguBted, ho ciawled 
out of it The iron bar, however, remained tightly clutched in 
his hand. He carried it home, and I was assured that upon 
going to a certain house in Ipswich I might see the identical 
door-latoh which a smith had made out of this bar for a souvenir 
of the night's adventure. 

Such ore a few of the many stories which Mr. Morgan has 
picturesquely grouped together in his poem entitled " Old Ips- 
wich Town," — a charming bit of reminiscence, and charmingly 
toU. 




OLD IPSWICH TOWN. 



OLD IPSWICH TOWN. 

APPLBIOH UOBQAN. 

I LOVE to think of old Ipswich town, 
Old Ipawich town in the East countiee. 

Whence, on the tide, you can float down 

Through the long salt )^raaa to the wailing sea. 

Where the " Mayflower " drifted off the bar 
Seo-wom and weary, long years ago, 

And daied not enter, but sailed awaj 

Till ahe l&nded her boats in Plymouth Bay. 

I love to think of old IpBwich town, 

Where Whitefield preached in the church on the hill. 
Driving out the Devil till he leaped down 

From the steeple's top, where the; show you still, 
Imbedded deep in the solid rock. 

The indelible print or hLi cloven hoof, 
Anil tell you the Devil has never shown 
Face or hoof since that day in the honest town, 

I love to think of old Ipswich town. 
Where they shut up the witches until the day 

When they should be roasted bo thoroughly brown, 
In Salem Village, twelve miles away ; 

They've moved it off for a stable now ; 
But there are the holes where the stout jail stood, 

And, at night, they say that over the holes 

You can see the ghost of Goody Coles. 

I love to think of old Ipswich town ; 

That bonee to your right, a rod or more, 
Where the stem old elm-treea seem to frown 

If you peer too haul through the open door. 
Sheltered the regicide judges three 

When the royal sheriffs were alW them, 
And a queer old villager once I met. 
Who says in the cellar they "re living yet 
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I love to Uiink of uld Ipswich town ; 

Hniry Maid — you have heard the tale — lived tbuie i 
He blaapheiued 0<k), go they put him down 

With on iron shovel, at Ipswiuh Bur ; 
Tbey chained him there for a thousand yean, 

A« the t*fl rolU up lu sliovel it back ; 
So whe:i ihi' xeu cries, the goodwives say 
" Hnrry Main gruwU »t bin work lo-day." 





IPSWICtl 



1 love to think of old Ipswich town ; 

There 's a gmveyard up on the olil High street, 
Wbere t«n ^nenitions aj« looking down 

On the one thnt ia toiling at their feet ; 
"Wben: thi; Htones Bland shoulder to shoulder, like troops 

Drawn up to receive a cnvalry chat^gi'. 
And gravea liave been dug in graves, till the soil 
1b the mould of good men ^aiie to Ood. 

I love to think of old Ipswich town, 

Old IiBwich town in ihu East countrce. 
Whence, on the tide, you con float down 

Tliroagh the long mU graiw to the wailing sea, 
And lie all day on the glassy lieoch, 

And leam tbe lesson the green wnven tencb. 
Till at sunset, ftom surf and eeaweed brown, 
Ton ore pulling back to Ipswich town. 
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Ipswich contains many inteTeeting memorials of its antique 
worthies and times. Id the 01(1 Hill burying-ground on High 
Street may be fuund incontestable proofs to the rank held by 
some of the founders, in the family arms that are sculptured on 
the ancient tombstones ; but you will not find the gravestone 
of the Reverend William Hubbard, the historian of New Eng- 
land, there, because no one knows the spot where he ia buried. 



HEAKTBREAK HILL. 

TURNING away from the town through nn&equented by- 
lanes, all green and spotted with daisies, let us ascend 
Heartbreak Hill in the southeast comer. The view is certainly 
charming. The readet asks what we see ; and, like one on a 
tower, we reply : In the distance, across a lonely waste of 
marshes, through which glistening tidal streams crawl on their 
bellies among reeds, and sun their glossy hacks among sand- 
dunes, we see the bald Ipswich Hundreds, a group of smootli, 
gray -green, dosolate-looking hills stretched along the coast 
They are isolated by these marshes from the mainland, which 
they seem trying to rejoin. Through the openings between 
these bills we catch the glitter of a ragged line of sand-dunes 
heaped up like snow-drifts at the edge of the shore, over which 
rises the sea, and the haTbo^ba^, overspread with foam. 

It being a clear day, we can see from Cape Ann as far as 
Cape Neddock, and all that lies or floats between ; bat for leagues 
the coast is sad and drear, and from the sand, intrenching it 
everywhere with a natural dyke, the eye turns gratefully 
upon the refreshing sea. Then, as the Maine coast sweeps 
gracefully round to the east, the blue domes of Agamenticus rise 
above it, while the long dark land-line shoots off into the ocean, 
diminishing gradually from the mountain, like a musical phrase 
whose last note we strive to catch long after it has died away. 
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Beneath ns is a narrow valley Ihrough which a river runs 
with speed. The town occupies both hanks, which rise into 
consideTable emineacea above it. All arounil are the evidences of 
long occupation of the land, — fields that have bcime crops, and 
trees that have been growing for centuries; houses whose steep 
loofs descend almost to the ground ; graveyards whose mossed 
stoiiua lean this way and that with age. Finally, the traditions 
tliut we are unwilling to see expire, cast a pleasing glamour ovei 
the place, — something like the shadows which the ancient elms 
fling down upon the hot and ilusty roatls. 

49 < 

The river shoots throngh the gray arches of a picturesque 
stone bridge out upon the broad levels of marah land stretching 
seaward. Through these it loiters quietly along down to the 
sea. At the town it is an eager mill-stream ; at the ocean it is 
as calm as a mill-pond. The tide brings in a few fishing-boats, 
btit seldom anything larger ; for it is no longer an avenue of 
commerce, as in bygone days. 

The oldest of Ipswich legends is associated witli ttiis bill, and 
accounts for its name ; though the obscurity surrounding its ori- 
gin baffles any attempt to trace it to an authentic source. The 
name is howevi-r fuimd upon the earliest records of the town, 
and it is probably as old as the settlemcnl, which was b^un 
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hj the whites in 1635 as a check to the expected encroachmente 
of Csrdinal Richelieu's colonj, then established in Acadia. But 
before this, we know, from Captain Smith, that the place was 
the mnet populous Indian settlement iu all Massachusetts Bay, 
it being the seat of a powerful sagamoie, and known by its In- 
dian name of Agawam. That a few white people were living 
among the Indians here pieviou; to 1635 is evident fiom the 
tenor of one of the fiist recorded acta of the new Colony, dated 
September 7, 1630, commanding those that were ]}lant«d at 
Agawam forthwith to come sway. It is perhaps to this early 
time that the legend of Heartbreak Hill refers, since it is known 
that the Agawams were a docile and hospitable people, who 
welcomed the coming of the English among them with open 
arms; and it is also known that the place was more or less 
frequent«d by the EngUsh fishing-ships. 

Briefly, the legend relates the romantic story of an Indian 
maiden who fell in love with a white sailor, and upon bis sailing 
for a distant land, she used to climb this hill and pass her days 
sitting upon the summit watching fur his return. But the 
months and years passed without bringing any tidings of him. 
He never did come back ; and still the deserted one watched aud 
waited, until she pined away, and at length died of a broken 
heart There is a ledge on the summit where the Indian girl 
sat watching for ber lover's return ; and when she died, bcr lonely 
grave was mode by the side of it. By others the legend is dif- 
ferently related. Some say that as the girl one day wended her 
way wearily to the top of the hill, she saw her lover's vessel 
making the desjierate attempt to gain the port in the height of 
a violent gnle. But it drove steadily on among the breakers, 
and was dashed to pieces and swallowed up before her eyes. 
In her poem Mra. Thaxter adopts the former version, whicli, if 
less tragic, appeals in a more subtle way to our sympathies. 
In any case the hill has become a monument to faithful afieo- 
tion, and as such is the favorite resort of lovers in all the 
country round. 
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HEARTBREAK HILL. 



In Ipswich town, not far from the sea. 
Rises a tiUl whicb the people coll 

Heartbreak Hill, and its liisloij 
Is an old, old legcud, kaown to all 



It WOB a goilur who won the heart 

Of an Indian maiden, lithe and young ; 

And she saw him over the sea depart. 

While sweet in her ear Lis promise rung ; 

For he cried, as he kiraed her wet eyea dry, 

" I '11 come back, sweetheart ; keep your faith ! " 

She said, '* I will watch while the moons go hy." 
Her love was stronger than life or death. 

So this poor dusk Ariadne kept 

Uer watch from the hill-top rugged and steep ; 
Slowly the empty moments crept 

While she studied the changing fcce of the deep, 

Fastening her eyes upon every Hpcck 
That crossed the ocean within her ken ; 

Mi^ht not her lover he walking the deck, 
Surely and swiftly returning again ? 

The lales of Shonls loomed, lonely and dim, 
In the northeast distiince far and gray. 

And on the hnrixon's uttermost rim 
The low rock lieAp of Boone Island lay. 

Oh, but the weary, merciless days, 
With the Bun above, with the sea afar, — 

No change in her liic<I and wistful gnzc 
From the morning-red to the evening star! 
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Like B ilender atatne caired of stone 
She wt, witb hardly niotiOD or bieath. 

She wept no tears and she made no moan, 
But her lore was Btronger than life oi death. 

He never came back t Yet, faithful still, 
She watched from Uie hill-top her life away. 

And the townsfolk christened it Heartbreak Hill, 
And it beats the name to this very day. 



NEWBURYPORT LEGENDS. 

LET UB stroll a little about the city of Kewburyport and its 
charming environs. 
Upon leaving Ipswich the landscape grows leas austere. The 
flat Rowley marshes succeed the rocky pastures and tumbling 
hills, with their stifHy- up right cedars and their shut-in vistas, like 
a calm after a storm. Then we glide on among haycocks, stand- 
ing up out of the inflowing tide, across the beautiful and peace- 
ful prairie of Old Newbury, and are suddenly brought up by a 
ridge of high land, lifting its green wall between us and the 
basin of the Merrimack. At the right, thrust up through the 
tops of the elin-trees that hide the village, like a spear tipped 
with gold, 

springs the village spire 
With the crest of its cock in the sun afire. 

That is old Newbury meeting-house. Extending now far 
along the slopes of the ridge as we approach it, are the city 
cemetoriee, whose mingled gray and white monuraente throng 
the green swells, — a multitude of spectatora turned into stone. 
Then, cutting through the ridge, the train plunges into the 
darkness of a tunnel, soon emerging again upon the farther 
slope among the city streets from which the hroad white sheet 
of the Merrimack is seen moving steadily out tc sea. One side 
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of these heights theu is appropriated by the living, the other 
hy the dead. 

The most reniaikable sad fascinating object in the laudacape 

The Biver Merrimack, when near the end of its long course, 
expands into a noble basin enclosed within the sweep of pictui^ 
esquely grouped and broken highlands. It is here every inch a 
river, broad, deep, cleai, and sparkling. On one side ate the 
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hills of Amesbuiy and Salisbury, on the other side the city of 
Newburyport rises from the curved shore to the summit of the 
ridge, crowned with trees and spiked with steeples. 

Down below the city and toward the sea all this changes. 
The high shores drop into fens, maTshes, aud downs. A long, 
low island thrusts itself half across the channel and blockades it. 
Beyond this again the sea breaks heavily on the low bar outside, 
and the river disappears in a broken line of foam. 

One loving and reverential hand lias stamped all this legion 
with the improas of his genius, and so has made all the world 
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partakers of hia own feeling for the femiliar scenes he descrihes. 
Amesbnrjr U Whittier's home, the Merrimack his uniailiDg 
themk Hero an his surToundings : — 

Stream of my fathen ! sweetly atitl 
The Buiiset rays thy valley Gil ; 
Poured slantwise down the long de6le. 
Wave, wood, and spire beneath them smile. 
I see the winding Powow fold 
The green hill in its belt of gold. 
And following down its wavy line, 
Its sparkling waters blend with thine. 
There 's not a tree upon thy side, 
Not rock which thy returning tide 
As yet bath left abrupt and stark 
Above thy evening water-mark. 



But lieti distinct and full in sight, 
Beneath this gush of summer light 

In the samo si)irit, which by a sort of poetic alchemy secmR 
capable of converting the waste sands of the seashore into grains 
of gold, Mrs. Spofford has ilescribed the approaches to the river 
thruugh the flat lagoons that furnish a circulation to the marshes. 

We floated in the idle hreeze, 

With all our sails a-shiver : 
The shining lirlp came softly through. 

And filleil Plum Island River. 



And clear the flood of silver swung 
Between the tirininiing edges ; 

And now the depths were dark, and now 
The boat slid o'er the sedges. 

And here a yellow sand-spit foamed 
Amid the great sea-meadows ; 

And here the slumberous waters gloomed 
Lucid in emerald shadows. 
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Araond t!ie sunny Uiatunce ruse 
A blue and hazy highlitnd, 

And winding down our winding way 
The iond-hiUs of Pluni Island. 



From the domain of poetrj- we pass easily into that of liistury. 

Mr. John Quincy Adams once described Siberia aa lieiug cele- 
brated for its malefactors and malachite, tjome one, in an epi- 
grammatiu vein, has sunimed up Newburyport as being famous 
for piety and privotoeriog ; and the analogy Beema estiiblished 
when one twms to the History of Newbury written by Whittier'a 
old Bchoolmaster, Joshua Coffin, and reads there that the pri- 
vatoeremeu on putting to sea were accustomed to request the 
prayers of the churches for the sucursb of the cniise, — to wliich 
petition all those having a share in the voyage responded with a 
hearty amen. 

Ncwburyport, then, is a city built «[>on a hill. One rends its 
history as be wulks. Like Salem, it rose and flourished through 
its commerce ; but when that failed, the busineBs of the place had 
to be recast in a wholly different mould, and its murchauts be- 
came spinnew and weavers, insteatl of shipowners and ship- 
builders. Il now seems trying rather awkwardly to adapt itself 
to the changes that the last half-century has brought about, — 
changes eniphasined by the tenacity with which the old people 
cling to the traditions that are associateil witli its former pros- 
jierity, and gave it a prestige that mills and factories can no 
longer maintain. 

The waterside street liegins at a nest of idle sliipyards, winds 
with the river along a line of rusty wharves, where colliers take 
the place of Indiamen, and ends with the antiquated suburb of 
Joppa, — which at least retains some of the flavor of a seaport, 
it having a population that gets its living by fishing, piloting, or 
doing such odd jobs as watermen can pick up along shore. 
From here the sails of a vessel that is nearing the port can be 
Been gliding along over the sand-drifts of Plum Island or Salis- 
bury Beach. Joppa is crowded with houses, but it is torpid. 
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This loDg stieet leaves us at Oldtovn, the parent settlement 
bere, whose church epiie we saw at a distance. It is narrow, 
irregular, and untidy ; but High Street, the avenue laid out along 
the top of the ridge, and extending from Oldtowa Green to 
the Chain Bridge over the Merrimack, is a thorougb&ro one 
does not often see equalled, even if be has travelled far and seen 
much. 

Here, upon the cool brow of the ridge, are the stately homes 
of the wealthy citizens ; here the old merchants, who amassed 
fortunes in West India rum and sugar in little stufiy counting* 
rooms on the wharves below, lived like princes in the great 
roomy mansious whose windows overlooked all the town, the 
silvery course of the river, and the surrounding connti; for 
miles up and down. Although they are now sadly out of dat«, 
and of such size as to suggest that a blow of the hospitable 
kuockei would fill them with echoes, there is an air of gentility 
and of good living about all these bouses which makes us feel 
regret for the generation whose open-handed hospitality has 
passed into a tradition ; while the mansions themselves, grown 
venerable, continue to unite two wholly dissimilar eras. 

Usually there was an observatory on the loof, from which the 
owner could sweep the offing with his gloss of a morning, and 
could run over in iiis mind the chance of a voyage long before 
his vessel bad wallowed over the bar outiide. He might then 
descend, take his cocked hat and cano from the hall-table, order 
dinner, with an extra cover for his coptain, pull out his shirt-frill, 
and go down to his counting-house without a wrinkle on bis 
brow or a crease in his silk stockings ; everybody would know 
that his ship had come in. Sound in bead and stomach, bluff of 
speech, yet witli a certain homely dignity always distinguishing 
his class, the merchant of the olden time, undoubted autocrat to 
his immediate circle of dependants, was a man whose like we 
shall not look upon again. He left no successors. 

During the two wars with England, a swarm of privateers, 
as well as some of the most famous vessels of the old, the invin- 
cible, navy, were launched here. In 1812 the port suffered as long 
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and rigorous a blockade from the enemy's cruiBera, as it had 
before been nearly paralyzed by Mr, Jefferson's embargo. Then 
tlic mercliatit bad ruin staring him in the face whenever he lev- 
elled his glass at the two and three deckers exchanging signals 
in tlie uHing, or when ho paced up and down his graaa-grown 
wharves, where his idle ships rtistcd ; but if he did Bometimea 
shut his glass with an angry jerk, or stamp his foot to say, be- 
tween an oath and a groan, " Our maste take root, bud forth too, 
sad heare nkomea ! " he was never found wanting in patriotism, 
nor did he show a niggardly or a craven spirit in the face of 
hia reverses, so that the record of the Tracys, the Daltons, the 
Browns, is one of which their dascendanta are justly proud. 
Still, it was not thought tu be a sinful thing in those days for 
the clergy to pray that a change of rulers might remove the 
embargo, or that a stiff gale of wind would raise the blockade, 
— the means to this end being left to the wiadom of an over- 
ruling Providence. 

For the stranger, however, there are but two things in Naw- 
buryport for which he asks the first person be meets. One is 
the tomb of George Whitetield, and the other is the mansion of 
Loril Timothy Dexter. One is in a quiet and unpretending 
neighborhood; the other stands in the liigh places of the city. 
Two objects more diverse by their aseociationa, two lives more 
opposite ill their aspirations, it would be difficult to conceive o^ 
yet here the memories of the two men jostle each other. Truly 
it is only a step from the sublime to the ridiculous. 

The number of pilgrims who visit the tomb of Whitefiold is 
very large. The great itinerant preacher is buried iu a vault 
that is entered by a door underneath the pulpit of the Old South 
Presbyterian meeting-house, in Federal Street. Its slender and 
modest spire, with its brazen weathercock, rises above a neigh- 
borhood no longer fashionable, perliaps, hut quite in keeping 
with its own severe simplicity. Neither belongs to the present. 
The house has tho date 1756 over the cntronce-door, and ia built 
of wood. At the left of the pulpit, as we enter, is a marble 
cenotaph eructed to tho memory of WhiteSeld, one face of which 
ID 
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Inmiis a long eulogistic inscription. Descending into the crjpt, 
whose sepulchral Uarkii«es a lamp dimly liglits, we are alone 
with its silent inmal«s. VoTuler dark object prest^nlly aha|)eH 
itself into a bier. We npiininnh it. The coffin-lid is thrown 
open, 80 OS to expose what is left of its tenant, — the fleshleas 
skull and bones of George Wbitofield. It is not forbidden 
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to shudder. Who, indeeil, that looks can believe that " iherSt j 
Wbitefield, pealed thy -voice " f 

Owing, doubtless, to the fact that many come to gratify an idle 
curiosity, the trustees have closed the tomb " for a spell, " as th6 
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old sexton remarked, with too evident vexalion for the Iobb of 
bis feee for abowiiiij it to visitors. It is a curious inatiince of 
vanduliam that one of the arm-bones should have been surrep- 
titiously taken from tihe coffin, and after having twico crossed 
the ocean, have found its way back to its original resting-place. 
The story goes that an ardent admirer of the eloqnent jireacher, 
who wished to obtain some rehc of him, gave a commission to a 
friend for the purpose, and this friend, it is supposed, procured 
the limb through the connivance of the sextain's sou. The act 
of desecration being, however, discovered, aroused bo much indig- 
nation everywhere, that the possessor thought it best to relin- 
quish his prize ; and he accordingly intrusted it to a shipmaster, 
with the injunction to see it again safely placed in the vault 
with his own eyes, — which direction was strictly carried out 
" And I," finished the seston, " have been down in tho tomb 
with tlie captain who brought that ar' bone back." But this all 
happened many years ago, 

This neighborhood is fnrtiier interesting as being the birth- 
place of William Lloyd Garrison, whose dwelling is the first oa 
the left in School Street, while the next is that in which WUit&- 
field died of an attack of asthma. Tho eitraordinary religious 
awakening that followed liia preaching is one of the traditions 
common to all our New-England seaboard towns, the houses 
where he stopped being always pointed out ; so that everywhere 
Whitoficld has a monument. A missionary who crossed the 
ocean fourteen times, an evangelist who preached more than 
eighteen thousand sermons, and whose audiences were so nume- 
rous that he was compelled to hold his meetings in the open air, 
was no ordinary man. To this exposure of himself his death ia 
attributed. Tt caused a deep sensation ; mid eu much had the pub- 
lic estimate of him changed, that there was even a contention for 
Uie honor of possessing his remains, wbieh now lie in the place 
where he was stoned when he first attempted to preach in it. 
Such is the retribution that time brings. When this cowardly 
assault nearly struck the Bible from his hand, the man who al- 
ways had an answer for everything, holding up the book, said 
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with calm dignity, bat in a voice that went through hia heoreis 
like an electric shock : " I bare k wanunt from God to preouh : 
hia aeal ia in my hand, and I etaud in the King's highway." 



LORD TIMOTHY DEXTER. 

TIMOTHY DEXTER was not bora great, neither did he 
have greatneea thrust upon him - yet so e&ectuoUy does 
be seem to have thrust his quasi-greatneaa upon Newharyport, 
that even now, after the lapse of nearly fourscore years, count- 
ing front the time when he laid his eccentricities in the dust, as 
all lords, sooner or later, must do, tlie stranger visiting Newbury- 
poTt asks first to be guided to the spot wlieie the renowned Lord 
Timothy lived in most unrepublicon state. 

Timothy Dexter was not a native of Newburyport. Maiden 
has the honor of being his birthplace; aud the family still exists 
there, a brauch of it liaving occupied one estate for more than 
two hundred years. Although bred to the tanner's trade, Tiiuo- 
thy was for too shrewd to hide his talents in a vat He saw 
easier avenues to wealth opening before him ; and with a forecast 
which would make any merchant's fortune, he bought and sold 
in the way of trade until he hod accumulaUul a snug capital 
for fhture speculations. 

Having " put money in his purse," Timothy Doxter became 
ambitious ; believing that a gohlen key woulil aihnit him within 
the circles of the aristocracy. Then, as now, Newburyport was 
the seat of culture, refinement, and litentiiro ; and it was there- 
fore to Newburyport that tlio titled tanner now turned his eyes- 
He found in its picturesque precincts two mansion houses avail- 
able for his purpose, and these he purchased. He first occupied 
one situated on State Street ; but hoving soon sold this at a 
profit, he removed to the well-known estate situated on High 
Street, thenceforth making it, through an odd perversion of its 
real character, one of the historic mansions of Essex County. 
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Vain to ezcees, Ue longed for tbe aOulation which a certain cIobb 
of people are always ready to laviah upon the poasessora of great 
wealth. 

Ue now began the work of renovation whicb tranafonned the 
Boher mansion of his predecessor into a harlequinade in wood. 
By his directions the painters adorned the outside a brilUaut 
white, trimmed with green. Minarets were built upon the roof, 
in the centre of which rose a lofty cujtola surmounted by a 
gilded eagle with outspread wings. Standing as it did upon 
the crown of tbe hill, the house could be seen for miles around, 
and soon became a landmark for mariners. But the great and 
unique display was made in the garden fronting this bouse. 

There then was working at his trade in the town a skilful 
ship-carver named Wilson, whom Dexter employed to carve 
from the solid wood some forty gigantic statues of the must 
celebrated men of the jwrioil. (iludly did the sculptor accept 
and execute this order, for it enabled lum to lay the foundation 
of a small fortune, nnd to aci[uirH a lasting reputation among 
his townsmen for his workman shij). These images were about 
eight feet in height With conscientious lidelity to fact and 
fitness, the carved clothing was painted to resemble that worn 
by the real personages, — bine coats, white shirt's huff breeches, 
and the rest, — altogether making a display which no museum 
in the country could equal. Over the main entrance to the 
liouae, on a beautiful arch, stood Gcur^'e Washington, with John 
Adams, bareheaded, at his right liand ; for Dexter s.iid that no 
one should stand covered on the right hand of his greatest hero. 
General Washington. On the left was Thomas Jetfereon, hold- 
ing in his hand a scroll inscribed " Constitution." But my 
Lonl Timothy, it is sdid, in spite of the painter's objei:tions, _ 
insisted upon S|wlliiig the name of the Sage of Jfonticello, 
" Tomas," instead nf Thomas, finally threatening to shoot the 
artist on the spot if he persisted in his refusal to do what was 
required of him. 

The man who had planned and created this gnnleii of statues 
was OS capricious as fame itself If he raised a st^itue to some 
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fimjrite to-daj, lie reserved the right to change his name to- 
morrow ; and often a stroke of the painter's brush trail sfoi'med 
sUtesmea into soldiers, or soldiers into uiviliaos. General Mor- 
gan yesterday was Bonaparte to-day, to whom Dexter always 
]Ktid the civility of touching his hat when he paased uuilerueath 
the great Uorsiian's shadow. In the panels of the entablatures 
of each of the columns on which these images stood were the 
names of the characters represented. Among them were Gov- 
ernor John Langdon of Now Hampshire, Governor Caleb Strong 
of Masaachusettfl, Hufus King, Genera! Butler of South Caro- 
lina, General Knox, John Jay, John Hancock, William Pitt, 
Louis XVI., Kiug George, Lord Nelson, and the Indian Chief, 
Corn Planter. There waa also one allegorical figure representing 
Maternal Affection, and another a Travelling Preacher, besides 
fleverol enormous lions occupying pedestals. Dexter himself 
monopolized two statues. One of these stoml near the door, 
holding in its hand a placard, whicli was inscribed, " I am lirst 
in the East, the Hrst in the West, and the Greatest Philosopher 
in the known world.'' The cost of these images, with the col- 
umns on which they were placed, is said to have been fifteen 
thousand dollars. This waa the only way, however, in which 
Lord Timothy was able to bring himself into aasociation with 
greatnese. Society refused him recognition with the same hard 
obduracy that his own wooden images did, his vulgarity and 
ignorance being too gross even for all his gold to gild ; and so 
he lived only among sycophants and parasitee, who cajoled and 
flattered him to his heart's content. 

Having a house and grounds which he flattered himself would 
make hia stuck-up neighbors split with envy, Dextor next re- 
solved to set up an c<|uipage fit for a lord ; and one suiting his 
ideas of magnificence was accordingly procured. Some one 
having told him that the ca^^il^,'es of the nobility were always 
decorated with « coat of arms, one was composed on demand 
and painted on the panel. The crest may have been a dexter 
arm brandishing u warming-pan, with the motto, " By this I 
got ye." 
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In the matter of bones Dexter was extremely faetidions, aa 
well aa capricions. Aa eoon as he grew tired of one color, he 
would sell those lie had just bought at extTavagant prices, aod 
buy others. His costly carriage, drawn by beautiful cream-col- 
ored animals, became one of the sights of the day v]ietiever 
the owner chose to take an airing; but to the luxury of t)ie 
equipage the gaunt and mean face, half buried underneath an 
enonnone cocked-hat, tlie spare figure sitting bolt upright, the 
hairie«9 di% squatted beside it, offered a contrast aa strikingly 
ridiculous as did the coach of tho celebrated Tittlebat-Titmouse, 
and it provoked quite as much laughter when it passed through 
the town, the street urehins shouting ironically, " Clear the way 
for niy lord's carnage ! " 

In this coach Dextei once drove in state to the county prison 
at Ipswich, where bo served a short sentence fur tiring his pistol 
at a countryman who stood staring at his nmeeum of celebrities, 
and who did not move on when my Lord Timothy commanded 
him. 

But this singular being did not consider his establishment as 
complete without tlio mtouragt of a nolilcman in the days of 
chivalry. Ho would again revive tho age of poets and trouba- 
dours. Perhaps tho most unique iilea of all was tho engage- 
ment of a poet'laureato to writ-e his praises and to embalm his 
memory in verse. There hapiiened to bo living in Xewburj'- 
port one Jonathan I'lummer, an eccentric pedler of fish, who 
hati B pmrkant for extempore. rhjTning wliicii witii the igno- 
rant mid illiterate pasaerl fi.r genius. A Iwrpain was forth- 
with struck with liiin to serve in the cn|iaeity of poet-laureate, 
and as such ho was presently installed in Dexter's household. 
A handsome new livery was ordered, consiatinR of a fine black 
broadcloth coat, with stars on the collar and fringe on the skirts, 
shoes with large silver buckles, a cocked-bat, and a gold-headed 
cane. One of I'lunimer's poems to his patron, comprising about 
fifteen versos, has been preserved entire. The following is a 
specimen : — 
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Lord Dexter in a man of fame, 

Most celebrated ia his nttine, 

More precious far than gold that's pnte; 

Lonl Destcr shine forever more ! 

HJH house is white and trimmed with green ; 
For many miles it may be seen ; 
It shines as bright as anj star ; 
The fame of it has apretul afar. 

Lord Denter, like King Solomon, 
Uath gold and silver by the ton ; 
And bells to churches he hath given. 
To worship the great King of Heaven. 

Xot content with all this, Dexter's ambition now aimed at 
nothing letu tlian literary lame ; and thia was achieved at a 
stroke by tlio publication of his " Pickle for the Knowing 
Ones," — ail aut<)biogmphy which has ever since puzzled those 
to whom it was addressed, to decide whether the author was 
really more kuave or fool. But as tlie first, and probably the 
last, examjilo of the kind, the *' I'iukle " had immediate auccesa, 
altliough in every way it is n most grotesquo libel upon the 
good name of literary composition. The spelling is atrocious, 
and thoni was uo attcni[)t at punctuation; but the author's 
invention supplied this tlefect in a second edition, by inserting 
n page or more of punctuation-marks at the end, with the fol- 
lowing note ; — 

" Mister printer the Nowing ones complane of my book the fust 
edition hod no sto[K< 1 put in A Nuf here and they may [)eper and 
salt it OS they plese." 

But this odd Dotion hardly originated with Dexter, original 
as he unquestionably was, inasmuch as Tom Hood has an account 
in his " Ileminiscences " of a literary friend who placed a num- 
ber of colons, semicolons, etc., at the bottom of hia communi- 
cation, adding, 

Ami these am my points that I place at the foot. 
That J'ou niay put stops thnt I Mu't stop to put. 
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Dexter'e nnique Bpeculation ia warming-pans, told by himself 
in the " Pickle," has perhaps done more to transmit his name to 
posterity than anything else. By some people the story is con- 
sidered as nothing short of a pure fab- 
rication, designed for those inquisitive 
people who were continually asking 
how Dexter made his money. But 
even if the story is too good to be 
true, — and as a merchant his shrewd- 
ness was proverbial, — the world has 
accepted it upon bis own testimony 
as the lucky blunder of fortune's bvor- 
ite and fool. 'Hte man being him- 
eelf an enigma, we should say that 
ia bis case it is the improbable that 
is trae. 

He relates that, bnving dreamed three 

uiglits running that warming-pans 

wonld do well in the West Indies, 

lie collected " no more than forty-two 

thousand," which were put ou boanl 

nine vessels bound to different ports, 

and cleared him seventy-nine per cent. 

of Dexter's captains, being a shrewd fel- 

of tlie pans, wliich were theu sold to the 

were anxious to obtain them for 




WARMING -PAN. 



The story goes that 

low, took off the covers of tin 

sugar- planters, all of whom 

ladles. 

Dextcr's s]>eculations in ivlialebone and Bibles were equally 
comical and absunl. Again lie dreamed "that the good book 
was run down in tins country so low as half price, and dull at 
that. I liad," he says, " the ready cash by wholesale. I bought 
twenty-one thousand. I put tbem into twenty-oue vessels for 
the West Indies, and sent as a text that all of them must have 
one Bible in each family, or they would go to ." 

Besides putting faith in dreams, Dexter believed in fortune- 
telling OS well as fortune-making, and made many attempts to 
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who, after teaching; school, (lasuiueJ the profession of fortuiie- 
talliug. The rouownetl Moll I'itchcr also bad Dexter for a 
patrou, antl ]ior influence ia said to have been beneficial to him. 
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Another penon who is said to have eseited a great influencQ 
for good over this eccentric num was a negiess named Lucy Lan- 
caster, — a female of Amazonian proportions, who is described as 
being possessed of unusual shrewdness and infonuatiou. Her 
&tber, called Gtesar, was the son of an African king, and was 
brought to the country as a slave. So highly was he esteemeil, 
that on "Nigger 'Lection Day " Lucy's father act«d as general- 
issimo, and was entitled to have twelve footmen run by his side, 
while he proudly bestrode a spirited horse at the head of the 
sooty procession. 

When the yellow fever raged in Xewburyport in 1796, Lucy 
Lancaster proved herself indeed of royal blood. Strong and 
fearless, full of good works, she devoted herself day and night to 
the sick, principally in the families of the best people ; Dexter, 
among others, liaving need of her services, she became a firm 
friend and counsellor to the family. Her estimute of Dexter 
was mucli higher than the common one, and she gave him credit 
for more honesty of purpose than moat people did. He needed 
some one like her to advise him, and she frcijuentty turned his 
attcntinn from mischievous pursuits by su^'K^ting alterations 
and improvements to be made in his house and grounds. This 
woman survived Dexter nearly forty years. 

One of the oddest of I>exter's fi'caks was his mock funeral, 
which was arranged by hini with all the solcmnily of prejjara- 
tion miuisite for a real interment. In his gnidon he had cfiused 
to be built a B[)acioua tomb, wliile in his house he had long kept 
a costly ciifhn made of mahogany, richly adorned. 

With a curiosity perhaps unprecedented in the history of vain 
man, be wislied to see the effect his funeral would produce. Invi- 
tations were issued, mourning apparel was prepared for his family, 
some one was found to nfliciate as minister, and the procession 
was duly formed, and marched to the vault in the garden. 'While 
this farce was performing. Dexter was looking from an upper win- 
dow, and before the company had dia]>eraed, he was found beat- 
ing his wife for not shedding tears at his pretended demise. 

Of his conjugal relations, it ia reported by one who knew him 



THE OLD ELM OF NEWBUBT. 301 

well, that, becoming dUBatisfied with his wife, he made a bargain 
with Ler to leave him, giving her a thonsaud, or perhaps two 
thousand, dollars in exchange fur his liberty. He then adver- 
tised for another wife ; but there being no applicant, he, after 
waiting some time, vraa glad to hire his own wife to come back 
by the offer of a sum equal to that he had originally giveu her 
to go away. 

On the 26th of October, 1806, Lord Dexter died at his man- 
sion on High Street. His funeral was aa occasion which it 
would have pleased him to witness, if such sights could be per- 
mitted to vain mortals ; but as the town officers would not, for 
sanitary reasons, allow his remains to he deposited in his garden 
tomb, he was laid away among his fellow townsmen in the 
public burying-ground near the frog-pond. 

Not long after his death a gale blew down many of the 
images, and the place grew dilapidated. About the year 1846, 
while it was being used as a factory hoarding-house, the estate 
was purchased by E. G. Kelley, of Newburyport, who possessed 
wealth and taste, and he proceeded to obliterate as far as pos- 
sible all traces of his predecessor's follies. The three presidents 
over the door were thrown down and demolished ; the grounds 
were newly laid out ; and now nothing except the eagle on the 
summit of the cupola remains to show Dexter's bizarre achieve- 
ments in ornamentation, or to point a moral upon his extrava- 
gances as a philosopher. 



THE OLD ELM OF NEWBUEY. 

ON Parker Street, in Old Newbury, just out of the village, 
there is still growing the gigantic elm-tree that is known 
far and wide as the old elm of Newbury. Coffin says that 
it was transplanted and set out here by Richard Jaques in 
1713, 80 that it has now been irrowing on this spot one hun- 
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dwd and seventy years. Its girth ia euonaoiis, being twenty- 
four ami one hulf teat at one foot from the grouuiL Now that 
the biatoriu uM elm ot Bostiin is no more, this is imdoubtedly 
the loi^'cet tree of ita spociea in New EngUntL 

Yet older than the tree are §ome of the houaes in the neigh- 
borhood — 



and still older are the cnmxleil stoDes in the riUago churcbyard 
that civerlooka the broad eettmry of tlie river, and ia washed by 
the pond of the floating island below it, Legondary lore olinga 
ground these aged housos like tho mistletoe to tho oak, and lends 
its cliiinu to the mystery that uvi^rsliudows them. 
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In a pretty pastoral l^nd MUa Hannah Gould gives the 
origin of the old elm, and incidentally, aUo, su engaging picture 
of the farm life of those eiarly timea with which the legend 

itself is associated. 



THE OLD ELM OF HEWBURY. 

B. P. GOt'LD. 

Did it ever cone in your way to pass 
The silvery pond, with its fringe of gnus, 
Anil threading the lane Hani by to Bee 
The vtteran elm of Newbury ? 



Well, that old elm that h now so grand 

Was once a twig in the ruatic hand 

Of a youthful peaaant, who went one night 

To visit hia love by the tender light 

Of the modeat moon and her twinkling host ; 

While the star that lighted hia bosom most. 

And gave to bis lonely feet their speed, 

Abode in a cottage beyond the mead. 



It is not recorded how long he stayed 

In the cheerful house of the smiling maid. 

But when he came out it was late and dark 

And silent ; not even a dog would bark 
To take from his feeling of loneliness, 
And make the length of bis way seem leas. 

An elm grew close by the cottage's eaves, 

So he plncked him a twig well clothed with leaves. 

So, sallying forth, with the supple arm 

To serve as a talisman parrying harm. 

He felt that, though his heart was big, 

'T WHS even stonter for having the twig ; 

For this, he thought, would answer to switch 

The hcvrora away, as he crossed the ditch. 
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The meadow and co]Ne, wherein, perdianee^ 
WiU-o'-tfae-wiap might wicked); dance ; 
And, wielding it, keep him from having a chill 
At the meiiacing aomid of " Whippoorwill I " 
And bia flesh from creeping btside tlie bog 
At the harsh bsM voice of the viewless frog ; 
In abort, he felt thai the switch would be 
Quaid, pUfthing, business, and company. 

When he got safe home, and joyfully found 
He still was himself^ and livJDg, and MUud, 
He planted the twig by his family cot, 
To stand as a monument, marking the spot 
It helped him to reach ; and, what was still more, 
Because it had grown by his fair one's door. 

The twig took root i and, as time flew by. 
Its boughs spreoil wide, and its head grew high ; 
While the priest's good senicu had long been done. 
Which made the youth and the maiden one ; 
And their young sciona arose and played 
Around the tree in its leafy shade. 



THE PROPHECY OP SAMUEL SEWALL. 

THIS piece, so full of the milk of human kindness, was 
written to disprove the opinion advanced by the Simple 
Cobbler and others, to whom it is ot once a rebuke and an 
answer, that it was impossible to subsist in New England by 
the labor of one's hands alone. It is fonnd in Sewall's " New 
Heaven upon the New Earth." So quaintly is it expressed, that 
only the original language can fitly set forth the picture of pros- 
perous abundance that so gladdened the good old man's eyes 
when looking down upon it from the Newbury hills. Ketain- 
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ing this as mach as poesible, Mr. Whittiei has pbiased it in 
poetic form that is singularly like the prose veision. 

This, let us say, ia the aame Saiuuel Sewall who, as one of 
the witchcraft judges, gained a lasting notoriety, and whose 
marriage to Hannah, the daughter of Mint-master John UuU, 
originated the tradition that she received her own weight in 
silver Pine-Tree shillings as a wedding portion. The family 
has always held a distinguished place in the annals of Colony 
and State ; and Sewall's remarkable " Diary," to which we 
have before referred, is a storehouse of information concern- 
ing the events and manners of hie time. The prophecy is as 
follows : — 

"Ab long as Plum Island shall faithfully keep the commanded 
Post, Notwithstanding the hectoring words and hard blows of the 
proud and boisterous ocean ; As long as any Salmon or Stutgeon 
shall swim in the atreama of Miirrimack, or (my Perch or Pickeril in 
Crane Pond ; As long as the Sea Fowl shall know the time of their 
coming, and not neglect seasonably to vbit the places of their acquaint- 
ance ; As long as any Cattel shall be fed with the Qiass growing in 
the meadows which doe humbly bow themselves before Turkic Hill ; 
As long as any Sheep shall walk upon Old-town Hills, and shall from 
thence pleasantly look down upon the River Parker and the fruitful 
Maiishes lying beneath ; As long as any free and hannlesa Doves 
shall find a White Oak or other Tree within the township to perch, 
or feed, or build a careless Nest upon, and sliall voluntarily present 
themselves to perform the office of Gleaners after Barley Harvest ; 
As long as Nature shall not grow old and dote, but shall constantly 
remember to give the rows of Indian Com their education by Pairs, 
— So long shall Christians he bom (here ; and being first made meet, 
shall from tbence be translated to be made partakers of the Saints of 
Light" 

PROPHECY OF SAMUEL SEWALL. 



I BBB it all like a cluirt unrolled, 

But my thoughts are full of the post and old ; 

I hear the tales of my boyhood told, 
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AihI the ihadoirs and shapee of nrij 6a.jB 

Flit diml^ bj in the veiling hue, 

With meuDied moTement and rhythmic chime 

Weaving like shattla my web of rhyme. 

I think of the old uan wiM end good 

Who once on yon miaty hilludea stood, 

(A poet who never measured rhyme, 

A seer unknown to his dull-eared time,) 

And, propped on his utaff of af^ looked down. 

With hii boyhood's love, on hie native town, 

Where, written, as if on its hills and plains 

His burden of prophecy yet remains, 

For the voices of wood, and wave, and wind 

To read in the ear of the musing mind: — 

"As long as Plum Inland, to guard the coast, 
As God appointed, nhall keep its poet ; 
As long as a salmon shall haunt the deep 
Of Merrimack River, or stnrgeon leap ; 
As long as pickerel, swift and slim, 
Or rwi-backed perch, in Crane Piinii swim ; 
• As long OB the annual twa-fowl know 
Their time to come and their time to go ; 
As long as cattle shnll mam at will 
The green grass meoilows by Turkey Hill ; 
As lung as sheep shall Inok from the aide 
Of Oldtown Hill on marishes wide, 
And Parker River, niul salt-sea tide ; 
As long as a wandering; ]iigeiin shall nearch 
The fields Iieliiw from his wiiite-oak perch, 
When the barley-liarvest is rii>e and shorn. 
And the dry huskn fall from the standing com ; 
As long as Nature shall not grow old. 
Nor drop her work from her doting hold. 
And her care for the Indian com foq>et. 
And the yellow rows in pairs to set, — 
So long shall Christians here be bom. 
Grow up and ripen as God's sweet com, — 
By the beak of bird, by the breath of frost, 
Shall never a holy ear be tost. 
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Bat, htuked b; Death, in the Planter's sight, 
Be Mwa again in the fields of light ! " 

The Island still is purple with plums. 

Up the river the ealmon comes, 

The sturgeon Ittaps, and the wild-fowl feeds 

On hillaide berries and mariah aeeds, — 

All the beautiful sigua reuiain. 

From spring-time sowing to autumn lain 

The good man's vision returns again \ 

And let us hope, as well we can. 

That the Silent Angel who gamers man 

May find some grain as of old he found 

In the human cornfield ripe and sound. 

And the Lord of the Harvest deign to own 

The precious seed by the fathers sown I 
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ONE does not go for into the history of our l^endary lore 
without making the discovery that Cotton Mather's study, 
like that of his fatbet before him, vna the congenial receptacle 
for everything that might happen in New Eoglaod out of the 
common. Upon this centre the dark tales converged like a 
flight of bats in the night. His father had solicited the New- 
England ministers to contribute everything of a marvellous 
character that might come within their knowledge or under 
their observation, to the end that the mysterious workings of 
Providence might if possible be cleared up, and the relation to 
human affairs, — which it was not for a moment doubted they 
sustained, — be so adjusted as to point a moral or adorn a tale. 
To this sagacious foresight we owe that singularly interesting 
book, the " Remarkable Provideneee," of Increase Mather. To 
this we also owe the Douhle-Headed Snake of Newbury, — a 
reptile that would certunly have mode the fortune of any itine- 
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nuit shopman of our (iwn pgriod, have put the fotu-legged { 
completely into the shade, aiid have muted the devil-fiah of ~ 
Victor Uago to aUed ttmnt uf vexAtiun. 

Thu account of Lhia wonderful siiako cuioes in a letter fMtu 
the Kevereod Christopher Toppan, ininist«r of Nevbury, ad- 
drcBBed to Cotloo Mather. Conaidering that it euiauatei; from 
a source so entirely respectable and truitt worthy, it is to be hoped 
that nobody will treat it as an idle village tale. Ho writ« : — 

"Coucenii)igth« Am]>biBbiBTui,as<u>onae I reoeiveil yoni commands 
1 made lUligeiit euquiry of ^-vcnl peraons who saw it after it was 
deail, . . , Thty directed me, for fiuiher infomiutioii, ... to the per- 
soiiB who Haw it olivf, and killed it, which were two or three Uds, 
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about twelve or fourteen ; one of wliich,™perl, BWisible ynnngstrr, lold 
mc yt one of his mates, mtiniiig towards him, cryed out there woa n 
Bnake with two head» running alter him, upon which he nm lo him ; 
and the snake getting into a puddle of wuter, he with a stick pidled 
him out, after which it came toward him, nnd ba he went bttckwords 
and forward, so the snake would doe likewise. After a little time, the 
raaie, upon his striking at him, gathered up his whole body into a 
sort of quoil, except hofh heaiU, which kept townnls him, and he di»- 
linctly saw two mtmiht and two (iinj* (as they are vulgarly called), 
which stings or tongues it kept putting forth after the usual manner 
of snakes till be killed it. 
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" PiMltcrijil. ~- Befon ensealing I spoke with the other man who 
examined the Antphisbteaa (and be is also a man of credit), and he 
assures me jt it had really two heads, one at each end, two mouths, 
two stiugs, or tongues, and so forth. 

" Sir, I have nothing more to aild, but that he ma; have a remem- 
brance in 70UI prajers who a, 

" Sir, your most humble servant, 

"Chsistopheb Toppah." 
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Fab away in tbe twilight time 
Of every people, in every clime. 
Dragons and griffins and monsters dire. 
Born of water, and air, and fire. 
Or nursed, like the Python, in the mud 
And ooze of the old Deucalion flood. 
Crawl and wriggle and foam with rage. 
Through dusk tradition and ballad age. 
So from the childhood of Newbury town 
And its time of fable the tale comes down 
Of a terror whidi haunted bush and brake, 
The Amphisbiena, the Double Snake I 

Whether he 1urke<l in tbe Oldtown fen 

Or the gray eartli-llax of the Devil's Den, 

Or swam in the wooded Artichoke, 

Or coiled by the Northman's Written Rock, 

Nothing on record is left to show ; 

Only the fact that he lived, we know. 

And left tbe cast of a double head 

In the scaly mask which he yearly shed. 

For he carried a head where his tail should be, 

And the two, nt course, could never agree. 

But wriggled about with main and might, 

Now to the left and now tu the right ; 
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PoUiitg and twitting this wa; and that, 
Neither biew what the other wai aL 

Far and wide the tale waa told. 

Like a anowblll growing while it rolled. 

The nulM huahed with it the baby'ii cry ; 

And it served, in the worthj miniBter'a eye. 

To paint the primitive eerpent hy. 

Cotton Mather came gallojiitig down 

All the way to Newburj town, 

With hia ejes agog uid his ears vet wide, 

And hia marvellous inkhom at his side ; 

Stirring the while in the shallow pnul 

Of his brains for the lore he learned at school, 

To garnish the stoiy, with here a streak 

Of Latin, and there another of Qreek : 

And the talea he beard and the iiotu» he took, 

Behold! are they not in his Wonder-Book I 



THOMAS MACY, THE EXILE. 

THE archives of Massachusetts once more furnish the inci- 
dent concerning which, as in the " King's Missive," a 
letter — a mere scrap — has suthced for the poet to construct his 
legend. 

Thomas Macy, yeoman, of Salisbury, in the county of Essex, 
is the subject of Wbittier's ballad entitled "The Exiles," which 
first appealed in the " Xorth Star," a Philadelphia annual. As it 
WBH then published, it had two stanzas more than it now has in 
the author's collected poems. 

This Macy, the liero of the poem, was complained of for hav- 
ing given shelter to some "notorious" Quakers, or vagabonds, 
as the law then termed them, in his own house. This simple 
act of hospitality being in violation of the law proliibiting any 
man to open his door to a Quaker, no matt«t how urgent soever 
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the call upon his humanity might he, Macy, the offending cul- 
prit, ivaa (lited forthwith to apj>ear before the General Court at 
Boston to ausnur the complaint preferred against him. 

Insteud of complying with the requisition which very few 
would be found willing in those ilays to disobey, Macy wrote oa 
humble, apologetic, and deprecatory letter to the General Court. 
The letter indicates a. man of a very ditierent stamp from the 
antique hero that the peeni depicts in the act of cheating the 
minions of the law of their prey. From its terms we have little 
notion that the " ISold Macy," as he is styled there, was cost in 
the same stern mould that the martyrs are ; but we have a very 
distinct one, that if not actually a craven, he believed that in hie 
case <liscrotion was the better part of valor. At any rate, be 
wisely concluded to keep out of the clutches of the law, and did 
so. Wo are sure that the reader would regard any tampering 
with Uacy'a letter as unpardonable as we do. He says : — 

"This is to entreat the honored court not to be offended because 
of my non-appearance. It is not from any slighting the authority of 
this honored court, uor from feare to answer the case, but I bave bin 
for some weeks past very ill, and am so at preneut, and notwithstand- 
ing my illness, yet I, desirous to appear, have done my utmost 
endeavour to faire a horse, hut cannot procure one at present. I being 
at present destitute have endeavoured to purchase, hut at present can- 
not attaine it, hut I shall relate the truth of the case as my answer 
should be to ye honored court, and more cannot be proved, nor so 
much. On a rainy morning there come to my house Edward Whop, 
ton uiid three men more ; the said Wharton spoke to me, saying Chat 
they were traveling eastward, and desired me to direct them in the 
way to Hampton, and asked me how far it was to Caaco bay. I never 
saw any of ye men afore eicept Wharton, neither did I require their 
namefl, or who they were, but by their carriage 1 thought they might 
be Quakers, and told thcin so, and therefore desired them to passe on 
their way, saying to them I might possibly give offence in entertain- 
ing iheui, and as soone as the violence of the rain ceased (for it rained 
very hard) tbey went nwny, and I never saw them since. The time 
that they stayed in the house was about three quarters of an hour, 
but I can safely affirme it was not an hour. They spake not many 
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wonlii in the time, neither was I at leisure to lalke irith thmi, for I 
aaae home wet to the »kui immediately afore they cstne U) the hguse, 
and [ found mj wife nick in bed. If this satisHe not the boDUrud 
Tourt. I Bhall pnbject to their gODtence. I have not willingly olTeiid«*l. 
1 uu reudy to fwrve aud ubvy voii in the LurJ. 

■■Tho, MiCT." 
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other Quakers of Neirbuiy and Salisbury had already purchased 
the Island of Nantucket, to which it now seems probable that 
they intended removing out of harm's way, as that island was 
not within the jurisdiction of the Bay Colony. 

Having thus secured an asylum in advance, and the tieneral 
Court lefusing to allow his explanation or accept his apology, 
tradition now steps in to inform us that, immediately upon 
learning the sentence of the Court, Macy and his wife took an 
open boat, put their cbildien and their movable efiecta into it, 
and in this bail conveyance they made their way along the 
coast to Cape Cod, and thence to Nantucket. Edward Starbuck, 
of Salisbury, accompanied them. Through persecution, then, 
Macy became the tirst white inhabitant of tbia famed isle of the 
sea ; anil from his lauding at Maddequet in the autumn of 1669 
its settlement dates in history. 

The ballad supposes Macy'a house to be suddenly surrounded 
by a troop of horsemen while the proscribed Wharton is under 
the protection of his roof. Macy disputes with the sheriff until 
the minister, who is supposed to be present, urges the officer also 
to seize Macy, whereupon the goodman and his wife, breaking 
away from them, run for the river : — 

Ho! speed the Macys, neck or naught, — 

The plashing on its pebbled shore 
Was music to their ear. 



A leap — they gain the boat — and there 
The goodman wieldR his oar ; 

" III luck betide them all," — he cried, — 
" The laggards upon the shore." 

Down through the crashing underwood, 

The burly sheriff cnme : — 
"Stand, goodman Macy, — yield thyself; 

Yield in the King's own name." 
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"Now out npon thy hangman's Ux» l" 
Bold Mocf aiuwered then, — 

"Whip woBwn on the Tillage green. 
Bnt meddle not with men." 

With akjlfnl hand and warj eje 
The harbor-bar was crossed ; — 

A plajthing of the restless ware, 
The boat on ocean tossed. 

They pasaeil the gray rocks of Cape *n", 
And Gloucester's harbor-bar ; 

The watefa-fire of the g&irison 
Shone like a setting star. 

Far round the bleak and stormj Cape 

The vent'ioue Mac; passed, 
And on Nantucket's naked isle, 

Drew up bis boat at last. 

And jet that isle n;niaineth 

A refuge of the Tree, 
As when true-hearted Macy 

Beheld it from the sea. 



God blees the sea-beat island ! — 
And grant for evermore, 

That charity and freedom dwell 
As now upon her shore ! 



TELLING THE BEES. 

RESPECTING bees, one very old superstition among others 
ia, aS'I can strictly affirm, still cherished, surviving, appar 
ently, through tliat peculiarity of the mind which, the event being 
uncertain, elects to give it tlie benefit of the doubt mther than to 
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discard it as a childish aod meaniugleas custom. This ia the com- 
n belief that beca must be made acquainted with the death of 
any member of the family, otherwise these intelligeut little crea- 
tures will either desert the hive in a pet, or leave off working and 
die inmde of it The old way of doing this was for the goodwife 
of the house to go and liang the staud of hives with black, the 
nstial symbol of mouruing, she at the same time softly humming 
some doleful tune to herseltl Another way was for the master 




to approach the hives and tap gently upon them. When the 
bee«' attention waa thus secured, he would say in a low voice 
that auoh or sueh a person — montioning the name — waa dead. 
This pretty and touching BUjterstition ia the subject of one of 
Whittier'a " Home Ballads." 

Here is the place ; right over the hill 

Buna the path I took ; 
You can see the gap in the old wall still, 

&ud the stepping-stones in the sliallow brook. 

There are the beehives ranged in ihe sun ; 

And down by the brink 
Of the brook are her poor flowers, weed o'emm. 

Pansy and daffodil, ruse and (link. 
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Before them, under the garden-woU, 

Forward and back, 
Vent dmrilj Binging the choi«-{^l niiall, 

Di^ng each hive with a ahred of bUck. 

Trambling, I liBlcDed : the aummer ann 

Had the chill of huow ; 
For I knew ahe waa telliug the beee of one 

Gone on the journey we all moat gn I 

Then I aaid to mnelf, " My Maiy weepe 

For the d««d to-day : 
Haply her blind old grandsire aleepe 

The fret and tlie pain of his age away." 

fint her dog wbined low ; on tbe doorway mII, 

With hie cane to his chin. 
The old man sat ; and tbe chore-girl still 

Sung to tbe bees stealing out and in. 

"Stay at borne, pretty bees, fly not hence I 
Histresa Mary is dead and gonel" 







|tot <ei|tl)ti|. 

HAMPTON AND PORTSMOUTH LEGENDS. 




HAMPTON LEGENDS. 



THE stTi[) of coast extending from the Merrimack to the 
PiacalAqtia is an almost uubroken line of hard eanU-beach 
washed by the ocean. Salisbury Sands begins nad Hampton 
and Rye continue the tine that ia only iuterrupteil wliere some 
creek cuts a way through it, or 
Borae bleak foreland thrusts 
iteelf out from the shore. Salis- 
bury has for mure tJinn a htui- 
dred years been celobrati'il T'r 
the annual gatherings tli-ii \'~ 
citizens hold on the Wach iLlti', 
in imitation of the ** clam feasts " 
of the Indiana, with whom the ].,!,■- ; ui 

custom originated, and who made 

the occasion one of much ceremony and solemnity, inasmuch 
as the sea wus tu them a groat harvest-flold provided by their 
God of Plenty for the sustenance of his red children. 

Whittier'a " Tent on the Beach " was pitched at the mouth of 
Hampton Hiver, at the extremity of the Salisbury Sands ; and 
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thia ia nlso the loealily of the " Wreck of Rivermonth," found 
in that collection, which ia Bomething in the iwntiw of Long- 
EbUow'b " Talea of a Wayside Inn," the " tent " hen doing the 
duty of the ancient taveiD there. Both are, however, in tbeir 
method, a distinct reminiscence of the " Secatnerone " of Boc- 
caccio. But Whittier's is a voice arising from the sea, full of its 
charm and mystery. Standing at his tent door, — 

Notthwaid a green blaff ladiu the chain 
Of sud-biUi ; sonthwaid stretched a plain 
Of ■alt-grass, with a river winding down, 
Ssil-whitened, and beyond the steeples of the town. 

That is Bosi'a Head; the Merrimack, with Ifewbniypoct in 
the distance. 

Again, the poet ]M)intB us to — 

the sunny islei) in view, 
East of the grisly Head of the Boar ; 

and then to where — 

AgamenticQB lifts its blue 
Disk of a cloud tbu woodlands o'er. 

So we feel that the " Tent on the Bescb," instead of emanat- 
ing from within the narrow limits of four walls, where the doore 
are securely bolt«d and baned against the weather, is the voice 
of Kature herself, — of tlie free breeze, the billows, and the foam, 
which imparts the invigorating (juality to these verses, and gives 
them a distinct and captivating out-of-door flavor. 

Of his legendary stories that arc associated with Hampton the 
poet says ; — 

A simple plot is mine : legends and runes 
Of credulous days ; old fancies, that have lain 
Silent from boyhood, taking voice sgoin, 
Warmed into life once more, even as the tunes 
That, frozen in the fabled huuting-hom, 
Thawed into sound. 
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Hampton, formerly the ludian Wiiiuicumet, is an old bonier 
settlement of the Bay Colony, thai was traii^feiTeil, through the 
bluuderiiig of her agents, to New Hampaliire wlien the long 
dispute about the bauudary between the two governments was 
finally settled. The singular uud uppomntly ecueutric coureo of 
this line, resembling a Virginia fence, is not due to dianta, but 
to the crookedness of Colonial polities. While this conlrovaiHy 
was pending, the legislative bodies of both govemmenta once 
held a session at Hampton Foils, — wbicli couKe, it wae thought, 
by bringing the rival interests together, might end the dispute, 
but ilid not. Whereupon some poetaster of the period gave tba 
following rhymed version of tlie " pomp nnd cireumstaiuse " 
attending the entry of the Massachusetts dignitaries into the 
humble frontier village. He says : — 

Dear Paildy, you ne'er did behold BUeb a sight 

As yesterdny tnuming Vfan seen before njght. 

You in nil your bom days suw, nor 1 did n't ueithcr, 

So many tine horses ntiil men ride together. 

At the head the lower house trotted two in s row. 

Then all the higher house pranced after the low ; 

Then the Governor's coach galloped on like the wind, 

And the ln«t that came foremost were troopers behind. 

But I fear it means no good to your neck uor uiiiie. 

For they say 't is to fix a right place for the line. 

As soon 03 you have crossed this line, the i>eople, pointing 
toward their mountains, will tell you that there is no air like New- 
Hampshire air. As soon as you ahaJI have passed beyond this 
boundary you no longer breathe the atmosphere of the old 
Puritan bfe, but one emanating from a different ami antagonistic 
simrue, — into which, nevertheless, the more vigorous currents 
originating on tho other side of the border constantly inAisod 
themselves and kept it puro. 

The most interesting thing about Hampton, apart from its 
legends, is the singular promontory of Boar's Head, which is 
one of the note^l resorts of the New-England coast, and one of 
the earliest to be visited for health or pleasure. 
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Bou'i Head ii indeed ■ ponle. It U a heap of drift gantij 
aaeending from tha manbea to the (irambling brow of a lof^ 
headland, against which, bx balov fou, the aea doahea wUdly. 
The bowUen atickitig in its sidea look as if they might have 
been ahot then ia the days when etones supplied the want of 
cannon-balls ; for we look around without seeing anything to 
Bccxiunt foi their presence. It is wind-swept and troeleee. A few 
dwarf jonipeiB anil some clumps of bushea cling nionranilly to ita 
sides, which they an unable to asc«nd. A law raef stretching 
out towards the southeast, resembling the broken vettebne of 
Bome fsbled sea'monster, shows in what direction the grand old 
headland has most suffered from the onremitting woi^ of demo- 
lition earned on by the waves, which pour and break like an 
avalanche over the blackened bowlders, and fly hiasiiig into the 
air like the duet rising from its ruins. As if to confirm this 
theory, nothing grows on the southoaat point, wliilo on the 
northeast gneaea ilourish and daisiea nod to thu cool sea-breei^. 
We eay again. Boar's Head is a puzzle. 

It is indeed an inspiring sight to see the surf breaking on 
each side of you in a continuous line of foam from the mouth 
of the Merrimack to Little Boar's Head, and then, turning tow- 
ards the ofling, see the dark cluster of the Isles of Shoals lying 
low on the still mora extended expanse of the ocean. 



JONATHAN MOULTON AND THE DEVIL. 

(From " The Heart oT the White Honntuni.") 

THE legendary hero of Hampton is General Jonathan 
Moulton. He is no fictitious persouoge, but one of ver- 
itable flesh and blood, who, having acquired considerable celebrity 
in the old wars, lives on through the medium of a local le^nd. 

The Geneml, says the legend, encountered a far more notable 
adversary than Abenaki warriors or conjurers, among whom he 
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hid lived, tad whom it wu th« puaioii of Ida lift to ester- 

tninate. 

In an aril hour his yearning to Kmass woJth suddenly led 
him to declHre th>t he would mU his bouI for the poMcwioa of 
anbonnded richee. Think of the Denl, and hs ia «t your elbow. 
The fatal decluation waa no sooner made — the Geuenl wu 
sitting alone by his fireside — than a shower of sparks came 
down the chimney, out of which stepped a man dressed &om 
top to toe in black velvet The astonished Monlton notioed 
that the stranger's ruffles were not even smutted. 

" Tour servant, General ! " quoth the stranger, snavely. " But 
let us make haste, if you please, for I am expected at the Oov- 
emor's in a quarter of an huur," he added, picking up a live 
coal with his thumb and foietinger, and consulting his watch 
with it. 

The General's wita began to desert him. Poitamouth was 
five leagues — long ones at that — tiom Hampton House, and his 
strange visitor talked, with the utmost unconcern, of getting 
there in fifteen minutes! His sstonishment caused him to stom- 
roer out, — 

" Then you must bo the — " 

"Tush! what signifies a name)" interrupted the stranger, 
with a deprecating wave of the hand. " Come, do we under- 
stand each othcrt la it a bargaiu, or noil" 

At the taliamanic word " baif^in " the General pricke<I up his 
ears. He liml often been heard to say that neither man nor 
devil could get the better of him in a trada He took out hia 
jack-knife and began to whittle. The Devil took out his, and 
bct^an to pare his nails. 

"But what proof have I that you can perform what you 
promise 1" demanded Moulton, pursing up his mouth and con- 
tracting bis bushy eyebrows, like a man who ie not to be taken 
in by mere appearances. 

The fiend ran his fingers carelessly througli his peruke, when 
a shower of golden guineas fell to the floor and rolled to the 
four comers of the room. The General quickly stooped to pick 
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Up one ; but do sooner bnd his fingurs closed upon it, limn lin 
droppeil it >vith a yell. It wns red-hot ! 

The Devil chuckled; "Try again, " he said. But Moultuu 
shook his head aud Ktreated a step. 

" Don't be afraid." 

Muultou cautiuudy touched a coin ; it waa cool. He weighed 
it in his hiind, and rung it on the table ; it waa fidl weight and 
true ring. Then he went down on his hand^ and knees, and 
began to gather up the guineas with feverish baste. 

" Are you satisfied 1 " demanded Satan. 

"Completely, yoiir Majesty." 

" Then to business. By the way, have you anything to drink 
in the house 1 " 

"There is some Old Jamaica in the cUjilMNird." 

" Excellent ! I am as thirsty as a Puritau oa elect ion-day," 
said the Devi], seating himself at the table, and negligently 
flinging his mantle buck over bis shoulder, bo as to show the 
jewelled clasps of his doublet. 

Moulton brought a decanter and a couple of glasses from the 
cupboard, filled one, and passed it to his infernal guest, who 
tasted it, and smacked his lips with the atr of a connoisseur. 
Moulton watched every gesture. " Does your Ebicelleucy not 
find it to your tastel" be ventured to ask; having the secret 
idea tliat he might get the Devil drunk, and so outwit him. 

"H'm, I have drunk worse. But let me show you how to 
luako a salamander," replied Satan, toucbiug the lighted end of 
the taper to the liquor, which instantly burst into a spectral blue 
flame. The fiend then raised the tankard to the lieight of his 
ejo. gUuced approvingly at the blaze, — which to Moulton's 
disurdered intellect resembled an adder's forked and agile tongue, 
— nodded, and said, patronizingly, "To our bettor acquaint- 
ance I " Ue then quaffed the wntents at a single gulp. 

Moulton shuddered ; this woe not the way he hod been 
used to seeing healths ilrunk. He |)retended, however, to drink, 
for fear of giving offence ; but somehow the liquor choked him. 
The demon set down the tankard, and observed, in a matter-of- 
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&et war ^^"^ l"*^ ^>* lirtaner in & cold iweat : <* Now that yon 
ue convinced I am able to moke yon the richest man in all the 
pioiinoe, liatan ! Hare I join mt I It ia well ! In eonndeia- 
tion of your agreement, duly signed and aealed, to ddivor your 
ooul" — here he draw a parchmeut froro ha breast — "I engage, 
on my part, on the first day of every month, to 611 your boots 
with golden elephants, like these before yon. But mark me 
well," said Satan, holding up a forefinger Ottering with dia- 
monds, " if yon try to play me any trick, you will Rfiont it 1 I 
know yon, Jonathan Moulton, and shall keep my eye upon you ; 
ao beware ! " 

MoultoQ ftincbed a little at this plain speech; but a thou^t 
seemed to strike him, and he brightened up. Satan opaoed the 
scmll, smoothed out the creases, dipped a pen in the inkhom at 
his girdle, and pointing to a blank space, said, laconically, 
" Sign 1 " 

Moulton hesitated. 

" If you are afraid," sneered Satan, " why put me to all this - 
tronbla t " and he Iwgan to put the gold in his pocket 

His victim seized the pen ; but his hand shook so that he could 
not write. He gul]>ed down a mouthful of rum, stole a look at 
his infernal guest, who nodded his head by way of encourage- 
ment, and a. second time approached his pen to the paper. The 
struggle was soon rivi>r. The unhappy Moulton wrote his name 
at the bottom of tho f:ital list, which )ie was astonished to see 
numbered some of tlie highest jMrsoimgcs in the province. " I 
shall at least bo in good company," he niutterecl. 
jl I " Good ! " said Katan, rising and putting tlio scroll careftilly 

,j I away within his breast. "Rely on mo. General, and be sure you 

jj ! keep faith. Komombcr ! " So saying, the demon waved his 

1 I band, flung his mantle about him, and vanished up the chimney. 

Satan performed his part of the contract to the letter. On the 
l'|ii first day of every month the boots, which were hung on the crane 

,l[ \ in the fireplace the night before, were found in the morning stuffed 

full of guineas. It is true that Moulton had ransacked the vil- 
lage for the largest pair to be found, and had finally secured a 

£!|l 
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bi'ace of troopur'n juck-boate, whkli came nearly up to tbe 
wenrer'a thigh ; but the iiontraut merely expressed boott^ and 
tbe Devil does not staud upon triflea, 

Moulton rolled iu wealth ; everything pruspereil. His neigh- 
bora regarded him Scat with uiivy, then with nversiou, at hisl 
with fear, ffot a few aSirmed that he bad entered iuto a 
league with the Evil One. Others sbuok their heads, saying, 
"What does it signify! — that mau would outwit the Devil 
himself." 

But one morning, when tJie tiend came as usual to fUl the 
boots, what was his astouiahmeut to hnd that he could not till 
tbem. He ]>ouTed iu the guineas, but it was like pouring water 
into a rat-bole. The more he put in, the more the quantity . 
seemed to diminish. In vain he persisted ; the boots could not 
be tiUed. 

The Devil semtebed hia ear. " I must look into this," he 
reilect«d. No sooner said, than he attempted to descend ; but in 
doing 80 he found his progress suddenly stopped, A good 
reason. The chimney was choked up with guineas 1 Foaming 
with rage, the demon tore the boots from the crane. The crolly 
General had cut off the soles, leaving only the legs for the Dovil 
to fill. The chamber was knee-deep with gold. 

The Devil gave a horrible grin, and disappeared. Tbe game 
night Hampton Houae was bunieil to the ground, the General only 
escaping in his shirt. Ho ha<l been dreaming he was dead and 
in hell. His precioua guineas were secreted in the wainacot, tbe 
ceiling, and other hiding-places known only to himself. Ha 
blasphemed, wept, and tore his hair. Suddenly ho grew calm. 
After all, the loss was not irreparable, he reflected. Gold would 
melt, it is true ; but he would find it all, — of course he would, — 
at daybreak, run iuto u solid lamp in tbe cellar, — every guiuea. 
That is true of ordinary gold. 

Tho General worked with the energy of despair, clearing away 
the rubbish. He refused all olTers of assistance ; ho dared not 
accept them. But tho gold had vanished. Whether it was 
really consumed, or had passed again iuto the massy entrails of 
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the cMth, will never be knowo. It ia only oertain that enry 
TWtige of it had diaappeued. 

When tbe Genenl died and wtu buried, atmige nunon begin 
to droulate. To quiet them, the grave waa opened; but when 
the lid waa removed from the- coffin, it waa found to be empty. 

Another legend nms to the effect that upon the death of his 
wife under — as evil report would have it — very auapicioua 
eircumstancea, the General paid hia court to a young woman 
who had been the companion of his deceased spouae. They 
were maraed. Id the middle of the night the young bride 
•iWoke with a starL She felt an invisible hand trying to take 
off from her finger the wedding-ring that bad once belonged to 
the dead and buried Mn. Moulton. Shrieking with fright, the 
jumped out of bed, thua awaking her husband, who tried in 
vain to culm her fears. Caudles were lighted and s(*arch made 
for the ring ; but as it cuuld iievor b« found agnin, the ghostly 
visitor was supposed to have carried it away with her. Thia 
■tory is the samo that is told by Whittier in the "New Wife 
and thu Uld." 



GOODY COLE. 

GOODWIFE Eunice Cole, the witch of Hampton, waa for a 
quarter of a century or more the terror of the people of 
that town, who belicvud her to have sold herself body and soul 
to the Diivil. Whom we hato we also fear. The hare 'mention 
of her namo would, it is siiid, hush cryin}^ children into silence, 
or hurry truant boye to school. Althou^'h she was repeatedly 
thrown into prison, she watt yet unaccountably suffered to con- 
tinue to live the life of an outcast, until death finally freed the 
community from their fearn. In 1C60 she was brought before 
the Quarter Sessions to answer to the clinrgo of being a witch ; 
and though there was "noe full proof that she wait a witch, yet 
far the satisfaction of the Court, which " vehemently suspects her 



THE WKECK OF KIVEllMOCTlI. 



329 



so to be," and proliably too of the iieople, Major Waldroii, the 
preaiding magistrate, ordered her to be imprisoned, with "' a lot:k 
kept on her log," at the pleasure of the Court. As she was first 
prosecuted aa early as I GAG, she must have been a very old 
woman when tliia harsb senteace waa pnmouncpd. For some 
ycara — how many it is not known- — Ooody Cole lived alone in a 
hovel whieli stood a littlo way bank frum the spot where the 
Aeailiimy now stands ; and in this wretched hut, without a friend 
tu soothe her last moments, aho miserably dieii. Several days 
olu{)scd before her death became known j and even then, such 
was the fear her supposed powers had inspired, that it required 
a great dral of couraye on the part of the inhabitants to force 
an entrance into her cabin, where she lay dead. When this had 
been done, the body waa draped outside, a hole hastily dug, 
into which it was tumbled, and then — conformably with i-urrent 
superstition ^-a atake was driven through it, in order to exorcise 
the baleful iulluence she was supposed to have poasossed. 

Tho ballad supposes her to have cast the spell of her malevo- 
lence ovur a merry company of villagora who sailed out of the 
river for a day of pleasure, — soon to be turned into mourning 
by the drowning; of tho whole party, the storm in which they 
perished being raised by Goody Cole. 



THE WRECK OF KIVERMOUTH. 

J. 0. WaiTTIER. 

Once, in the old Colonial days. 

Two hundred years iigo and more, 
A boat eaileil down through the winding ways 

Of HampUin River to that low shore, 
Fnll of a );ooilly company 
Soilin^j out un the auinnier sea. 
Veering to catch the Innd-brecOT light. 
With the Boar to left and the Rocka to right. 
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"Fie on the viuhl' eried a tMnj giri, 

Aa thaj rounded the point when Goody Col« 
Sat by her doot with her whed atwirl, 
A hent and blear-eyed poiir old aonl. 
" Oho I " ahe muttered, " je 're btaTe to-day I 
Bn^I bear the little wave* Uugb and «ay, 
■The broth will be cold that woiti at hmne ; 
For it '■ one to go, but another to come I ' " 

"She 'a cnned," laid the skipper; " apnk her fair : 

I ha tcaiy always to nee ber abake 
Her wicked bead, with it* wilil gray bair, 

And now like a hawk, and eyes like a snake * 
But merrily still, with laugb and shout, 
From Hampton River the boat sailed out, 
"nil the huts and the flakes on Star seemed nigh. 
And they lost the scent of the pines of Rye. 

They dropped their lines in the Inzy tide. 
Drawing up hojilock and niottleil coil ; 

They saw nut the Shoituw that walked beside, 
They heard nut the feet with nilence shod. 

But thicker and thicki^r a hcit mist grew, 

8hot by the lightnings through and through ; 

And muffled growls, like the gniwl of a beast, 

iton along the sky from wext to east 



The skipper haultKl at the heavy sail : 
" God Iw our help 1 " he only cried, 
An the rotirin<r gale, like the stroke of a flail, 

Smote the boat an its starboard side. 
The Siiodtsnien lookml, but saw alone 
Dark filuis of rain-cbiiul slunlwisu blown. 
Wild rocks lit up by the lightninj,''^ glare. 
The strife and torment of sea aiul air. 

Qooily Cole lookeil out from her door : 
The Isles of Khoals wtre drowned and gone, 

Scarcely she saw the Head of the Boar 
Toss the foam from tusks of stone. 
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She clsAped ber haails with a gi'ip itf pain, 
The tear uii licr check woa lint <if rain : 
" They are lost," sh<? mutiered, " boal and cru 
Lord, forgivt! me ! my wi>rds were true ! " 

Suddenly seaward swept the 8i{uall ; 

The low sun smote thruagli uloudy wck ; 
The Shodn stood clear in the light, aini all 

The trend of the coast lay hard aud black. 
Hut Far and wide as eye could nuich, 
No life was seen upon wnve or bcacli ; 
The boat that went onl nt tuoniing never 
SaOed back again into Hiuuptoti River. 
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THE onrly voyagcre soon discovered tim Piscataqua Hivar, 
(unl llii-y quickly perceived its advantages a» a harbor. 
Tbore was Agamenticus for a lamlinark, and there was a swift- 
dowing tide, which the natives told them was never frozen. 
There were apticiouB basins, deup and stieltereil, in which a uuvy 
might ride securely ; and there weru also high and gently elop- 
ing banks, over which the swaying puma looked down upon tlieir 
own dark ahiidows in tbe eddying stream below. The river vna 
found to conduct into a fertile and heavily-tinibered recoil, of 
which it was tbe natuml outlet. The sborea were seen to afford 
iiilniirahle sites for the settlement that one and the other were 
destined to aujiport.. 

This was accordingly begun in 1C23, under the direction and 
by tbe Kulburity of Genres and Uosoii, in whom the successfid 
experiment of the Plymouth Pilgrims litui inspired new hopes of 
turning their royal grant* to account. 

The promoters of t]ii:< nettlement were (!%nrclimen, who hn<l 
little sympathy with Puritan ideas, and none at all with its 
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acbome of goveToment ; and u tome of thoM who had found 
the rnle of these ideas too liard for thmr stomachs bad remoTed 
into New Hampshire, a pr^udice grew up between the two com- 
mnnities, which fur the rent, afford to the student of history an 
example of two diverae Mystems growing up side by side. 
Wheelwright and his friends wera of the latter class. Time, 
mntual interest, and the rapid ascendency obtained by the sister 
colony, with other considerations, finally closed the breach. 

The system of (>orges and Mason, to establish a colony of ten- 
ants having only leaseholds subject to quit-rents, which they 
iboold govern by their agents, worked only eventual evil to 
tbemselves. It was on attempt to graft the landed system of 
Old upon New England by the aide of the freehold plan of the 
thrifty and sagacious Masaachusetts [KitentiHw ; and it was a dis- 
astrous failure. Finding that they were growing poor, while the 
Puritan freeholders were growing rich, the people threw oif their 
yoke, and sought a union with Massachusetts. 

Still, the old lenven of prejudice survirnl in the descendants 
of the original inhnbitants, wlio loved ruj-altv and its forms, 
adhered to the MotheT-Chun'h and its traditions, and felt no 
sym{>athy whatever for the austere mannere, the rigid economy, 
or the qiiosi-ecclesiaatical government of their more powerful 
neighbors. These people gave tone to the principal settlement ; 
and since there was no oriatocnu'v of blood, one of wealth rose 
and flourished in its stead. 

As the capital, the chief town, and the only seaport of the 
pri'vhice, PortuTucnith Kmg eiyoyed a peculiar distinction. It 
Tcniuini'd the ju'litiwl lentrc until the seat of government was 
tmnsfened, early in the pivseut centurj-. to the interior of the 
■State. Inevitable clianjies turned commerce into other channels. 
Its commercial importance waned, progress was arrested, and the 
place came to a standstill : and it is to-day more remarkable for 
wliat it lias l>een than for wliat it is. 

'ITierefore Portsmouth has the stamp of a coin of fifty years 
ago. It is of the true weight and rinp, but the date and the 
legend are old. The best houses arc xtill the oldest ; and those 
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of the Wentwortlis, the Laugdons, and the Sherbunies, rival 
the traditioual spleiidurs of tlio Colonial iiianaious of the I'uritaii 
capital in apaciouaaess, richness of deuoration, and that rare 
combination of simplicitv and ele),'auce which lifted tho Colonial 
magnate above the beads of his own generation, and has made 
his housekeeping the admiration of onis. It is among these old 
Louses that we must look for our legendary lore. 

The West of England seaports are known to have furnished 
a great prop<irtiou of the original settlers in New England ; and 
ccrtninly no class were more susceptible to the influence of 
superstition than these sea-faring or sea-stibsisting people. Upon 
the folk-lore of homo was now grafted that cf the Indian ; whilst 
over this again hovered the mystery of an unexplored country, 
— in itself a keen spur to the appetite that grows with what 
it feeds upon. The region round about Portsmouth, Ifewcastle, 
Kittcrj, York, and the Isles of Shoals, is therefore prolific in 
legends of a homely and primitive kind ; one of wbicb we are 
about to relate. 



THE STONE-THROWING DEVH.. 

UNlJEK the title of " Lithobolia," the story of tho Stone- 
Throwing Devil was printed in London in the year 1698. 
It purports to be the narrative of an eye-witness, and ia signed 
vfith tho initials " It. C." This tract, consisting of a few leaves 
ouly, is now extremely rare ; but a synopsis of its contents 
may be found in the "Wonderful Providences" of Increase 
Mather. 

Gco^e Walton was an inhabitant of Portsmouth in the year 
1C82. He liad incurred tho bitter enmity of an old woman of 
the neighborhood by taking irom her a strip of land to which 
she laid claim ; and it is the opinion of the writers whom wo 
have quoted that she, being a witch, was at the bottom of all 
the mischief that subsequently drove Walton's family to the 
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brink of dtqwil. This beldam had in bet told Walton that 
ha ahoiild iiever peaceMljr eiijoy the land he had wreated from 
bar. 

One atUl Sabbath ni^t in June all at once a shower of atonea 
rattled agaioat the aide* and roof of Walton's hoosb It came 
as fievcely and as unexpectedly as a Bnmiuer hailstonu. As 
soon as it had oeoaed, the startled ioniates, who were in bed, 
hnmed on their clothes and sallied out to see if they could 
diacover the peipettators of this outrage upon the peace and quiet 
of the fiuoily. It was ten o'clock, and a bright moonlight 
nigfaL They found the gate taken off the hingea and canied 
to a distance from the house, but could neither see nor bear 
anything of the stone-throwers. 

While thus engsged, a second vulley of stones whistled about 
their heads, which drove theui, much terrified by its sudden- 
ness and fury, back to the shelter of the house. Tliey first 
went into the porch ; but the stones reaching them here, they 
were ({uickly pelted out of this into an inner chamber, where, 
Itaviug bolted ami barred all the doon, they a«-aiLcd iu no calm 
frame of mind the next demonstration of their assailants. Some 
had been struck and hurt, and all were in conBleriiation. But 
to the dismay of these poor people, this pro>-ed no secure leflige : 
for the stone buttery opened again presently, filling the room 
itself with Ayiu^ missiles, which cnished through the casements, - 
scntteriiig the glass in every direction, came down the chimney, 
bounding and n'boundiii;^ along the tluur like si>eiit cannon- 
balls, while the inmates looked on in helpless amazement at 
what threatened to demolish the house over their heads. This 
bombardment eontinucd, with occasional intermission, for four 

While it was going on, Walton was walking the floor of his 
chamber in great disorder of mind, when a sledge-hammer cast 
with vindictive force thnmped heavily along the floor overhead, 
and, narrowly missing him, fell at his feet, making a great dent 
in the oaken floor; at the same time the caudlee were swept off 
the table, leaving him in t«tal darkness. 
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All this, it is Inie, tniglit have Iwkii the work of evil-mimied 
persons ; bul certain things hardly coDsisUtit with this theory 
convinced the family beyond any reasonable doubt that the 
stones which bniiaeil luid terrilied them were hurled by deniuu 
hands. In the first place, some of the stones wliich were picked 
u{i were found to be hot, as if tliey had just been taken out of 
the fire. In the second, notwithstanding several of tlieni were 
marked, counted, and laid ujion a tabic, those same stones 
wuuld afterwitrd he founiL flying around the room again as suon 
as the person's Ijack was turned who had put tliem there. In 
till! third, Hptu examination, the leaden cross-bars of the cnse- 
uients were found to be bent outwardly, and not inwardly, 
showing conclusively that the stones came from within, and not 
from without. Finally, to oettle thi- matter, some of the maidens 
belonging to the Iiousehold were frightened out of their wits 
u]>un seeing a hand thrust out of a window, or the apparition of 
a hand, — tliete being, to tlieir certain knowledge, no one in the 
room where it came from. 

This was not all. After Walton had gone to bed, though 
not to sleep, a heavy stone came crashing through his chamber- 
door. He got up, secured the unwelcome intruder, and locked 
it in his own chamber ; but it was taken out by invisible hands, 
and carrier! with a groat noise into the next room. Tliis was 
followed by a brickbat, The spit flew up tiic chimney, and 
came down agaiji, without any visible agency. This carniva] 
uontiuueil from day to day with an occasional I'espite. Wher- 
ever the master of the house showed himself, in the barn, the 
field, or elsewhere, by day or by night, he was sure to receive 
a volley. No one who witnessed them doubted for a moment 
that all these acte procee<!ed from the nialevolencu uf the afore- 
said witch ; and an attempt was accordingly made to brew a 
powerful witch-broth in the house, to exorcise her. But for 
some reason or other its charm failed to work ; and so the epttll 
remained lianging over the afflicted family. 

Some of the pmnks of tlio demon quite outdo the feats of 
Harlequin in the Christmas pantomimes. Walton had a goest 
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aUying witli him, who became tlie faithful racorder of what 
happened while the storm of stoDea laiued iIowd apou the 
doomed dwelling. In order to soothe and tmaqiiillize his mintl, 
he took up a musical iustniment and begou to piny ; when " a 
good big Btone " rolled in to juia in the dance, while the pUyur 
looked on in amazement. Among other tricks performed by 
the mischievous tieiuun who hod taken up its unwelcome resi- 
dence among tbo family, was that of taking a cheese from (he 
press and crumbliii^' it over the floor; then the iron used in 
the press was found driven into tbo wait, and n kettle bang 
upon it tk'verol cockit of hay that liad Iwen mowed near tho 
house wore adroitly hung upon trees near by ; while the mis- 
chievous goblin, twisting bunches of hay into wisps, stuck them 
up all about tho bouse kitchen, — " cum muIliH oliis." 

Tlic relatcr of all these unaccountablu doint,'s indeed admits 
that certain sceptical persons persisted in bulieving that any or 
all of them nii^fht have been the work of human beings ; but as 
every one credile what lie wishes tu credit, so this anuient writer 
appears to mention the fact only with tho view of exposing its 
absunlity. Our own purpose is, not to decide between two 
opinions, but to declare tliat ixKipIo iu general considered George 
Walton to bo a victim of su|>ernutiiral visitation, or, in other 
words, bewitched ; and to show that the U^nipcr of his day was 
such, that any occurrnnce out of the common was sure to be 
conciiilerol aeconlin^' to its diameter, either as emanating froni 
lieavi-n or IVoin Ihu bottomless pit. There were no such things 
OS accidents ; everytliiug had some design. 
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LADY WENTWORTH. 

A ROMANCE OF REAL UFE. 

aOVERNOR BENNING WENTWORTH, a man of "&m- 
ily," in the language of his day, the ovnerof large estates 
too, and likewise endowed with a sufficiently exalted idea of his 
own importance, social, political, and hereditary, had nevertheleBs 
matrimonial idiosyncrasies wholly at adds with the traditions 
and the susceptibilities of his class. We du not deariy know 
whether he was really superior to their demands, or altogether 
indifferent upon the subject ; but we do know that had he been 
other than he was, there would have been do groundwork for 
our story. 

This royal Governor lived in his fine mansion at Little Har- 
bor, which, out of deference, probably, to )iis Excellency's con- 
venience, to say nothing of his dinners, became also a sort of 
official residence, where ho received visits of ceremony, punctn- 
olly drank the King's health, and presided over the sittings of 
his Majesty's Council for the province. All this, it may be 
assumed, added a good deal to his sense of personal dignity, and 
not a little to his vanity, besides exerting a certain influence 
upon provincial politics, by establishing a coterie, of which he 
was the head, with its headquarters under his own root — And 
this roof, by the way, might tell a good many queer stories. 
Hut we have no time to dwell upon these phases of the mixed 
political and social life of Governor Wentworth's day. The old 
fellow liked display. He had his personal guard, he had his 
stnd, and it was bis ambition to have the best wine-cellar of 
any of his Majesty's subjects in the province ; therefore his 
personal surroundings did no discredit to the commission with 
which his sovereign's favor hod honored him. His house con- 
tained half a hundred apartments, all of which were probably 
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in nse whon the Honorable Council met, at the Govenioi's Ind- 
(liDg, to make a lery of troops for Loiiisburo', or upon other 
mattera of public concern. Busincaa being over, the company 
re|Kiirctl to the billianl-room or tho canl-rooms, to the stables oz 
to the river, fur relaxation, — tho oldsters to kill time, the j'oang- 
atera to kUl the ladies. 

It was a iilcosant luaniiioD, an abode 

Near and yel hidden fniiu the gtEut high-road, 

SiNinuHteiHl aniiiiig tTec«, a noble pile, 

Bormiial oiid i-uhniiul in iu style ; 

Gublus and dunner- windows everywhere, 

And Blocks uf uhiuincfs n«ing high in air. 



Within, unwoiitud Rpkndoiv met the eye, 
Paiiuli>, uiid fliKjra of uuk, nnd tapestry ; 
Caneil uhinitiey-piecca, where on brazen dngs 
Kuvelletl and roared the Cliri^tmoa fired of logs. 

But this brave cBtablitlimcnt lacked one thing to render it 
complete, — it needed a mistress. The GoveiDor hod been left 
widowed and childless in bis old ago t« sustain the cares of 
ollico and tho manl^,'erocnt of Ins extensive household alone. 
Uo det(.'rmiiicd to marry ugtiiu. 

The world, had it been consulted in tho matter, might have 
imposcil uiwn liiin a bride of mature years and cxj>erienco ; 
ulxivo all, one taken from his invn rank, or nt least having a 
iwdigroo. But tlio Governor was not yet toi> old to be insen- 
siblo to tho eharms of youth nnd beauty ; and lie proceeded to 
snap liis fat lingers in tho fatoof society by pr.>poaing marriage 
to a young woman of the town of Portsraoiitli, who possessed all 
the personal graces tliat were requisite in his eyes to make her 
Lady Wentworth, The lady, however, saw nothing but a gouty 
old man, — who might, it was tnie, soon leave her a widow; hut 
tliia was not tho life that aho looked forwanl to. She having 
moreover funned anotlicr attaclmient in her own sphere of lif^ 
rejected the Governor, for wliom she avrcd not a button, in 
fiiTor of a young mechanic whom she dearly loved. This double 
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wound to Ilia love aud vatiit/ the olil Govornor determined 
signally to avenge; find tu tliis em! he wickedly aiuaeJ tlia 
bridc^rituni to be kidnapped by a pruss-gniig and carried off 
to asa. 

The Governor's second nitttrimonial venturo wns more forta- 
nate. Tliis time his eyes fell upon Martlia Hilton, a siiucy, red- 
lippBil gyi>ay of the town, who ig fiiyt inlroduceil to us whtlo 
sliu is eurryitii; a pail of water — probiilily fresh-drawn from Iho 
tiiwn piimp yonder — alm^' the elreet. Her feet ore bnru, her 
dr^as ai:nri;ely cuvcrs her deeeutly ; yet for nil that she belongs 
to one of the oldest families in the jirovinue. But she U eharm- 
ing, oven in these mean habiliments. 

It iraa a pretty pitture, full of gmcc, , — 
The aleiider form, the delii^:ite, thlii face ; 
The swaying motion, as sbii Imrrifil by ; 
The shining feet, the Iiugbtcr in her eye. 

The si^lit of the girl in this plight so iiicnnscs tho sharp- 
ton^ned landlady of the Earl of Halifax inn, that she escluima 
from her doorway, " You Pat ! you Pat ! how dura you go look- 
ing bo) You ought to bo asliamad to be seen In the street !" 

Tho warm blood comes into tho maiden's cheeks at this sharp 
reproof. She gives lier head a toss, and haughtily says : " No 
matter liow i look, 1 shall ride in my chariot yet, roa'am ! " and 
passes on, leaving Mistress Stavors nailed to her doorstep at 
such unheard of presumption in a hulf-dmssed slip of a girl, 
who ia carrying water througli the public street. Ride in her 
chariot, indeed I 

Like Cinderella, Martha Ullton next makes her appcatnnce in 
the kitchen of the Governor's mansion at Little Harbor. liut 
she is not to stay here. One day the Governor gives a splendid 
banquet, Tho company is assembled, — 

He had iiivitei! all hi* friemb and peers, — 
The Pepperrls, Ihi- Lnngdimc, ami the Leans 
The Siwrlmwks, the Pen bnl Ions, and ihe rest ; 
For why repejtl the name of every guest ? 
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«n(l among the red coats of tbo quality is the black ono of the 
Beverecd Arthur Brown, rei'tor of tho Episcopal cliurcli, — 
With eniiling face 
He sat beside the Qavernor and said grace. 
The dinner is served; the wino circulates freely roond the 
board ; nnd tbo gueste, haviug dined well, have reached tho mo- 
ment of supreme content following, when tho Governor whia* 
pora something to a servant, who bowa and goes out. PrMentiy 
there is u little hustle at tho door, and then Uartha Uilton, 
blushing like tiie, walks into the room and takes her stand ia 
iVont uf the lireploce. 

Con this l>e Martha Hilton 1 It must be ! 

Yes, Martha HUlon, and no other she ! 

Dowered with the beauty of her twenty yeara, 

How ladylike, how queeulike, she up]jeani 1 

She is now richly dressed ; and would hardly be lecogntied sa the 
same person whoni we saw in the street not long ago. Conveno- 
tion ceases ; all tho guests look up to tidnitre tho beautiful woman. 

The Governor rises from his chitir, goes over to wheru Martha 
is Btru^ling to maintain her self-possession, and then, address- 
ing himself to tho clepj^man, while all the guests stare, ho says : 
" Mr. Brown, 1 wish you tu marry mo." 

" To whom 1 " asks the bewildered rector. 

" To tlib ludy," replies the Governor, taking Martha's hand in 
hia 

Aa tho dumfounded rector remained speechless, the irascible 
old GoToraot became impcrative- 

" Sir," he said, " aa the Governor of his Majesty's province of 
New Hau)[isbire, I command you to marry me." 

The ceremony was then performed ; the maiden of twenty 
became the bride of the gonty old man of sixty ; and thus her 
BBUcy answer came true. 

Mr. Longfellow's piwm, founded upon this romance of real 
life, is also 

A pretty piclun:, full of grace, — 
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in which ths loeUi diatioctiona of Govemoi Wantwoith'i daj 
tra Qiuphuued, in oider to show bow euUy Love Uu^ it them 
and at all tli<Me Mfe^piunla behind wbicb souet; intrencbee itself 
■gainst ft minliioDce. But here ft nuidea of tweot; numies n 
nuD old enoagb to be her gnnd&tber. Is it far lovel He 
mutiet bJM lovely dependuit becsuBS be is loniisomek 
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ISLES-OF-SHOALS LEGENDS. 

THREE let^es off tho coaat of New Hampshire, huddled 
together iu a group, the Isles of Skuab rise out of the 
gny line of old oceau like mountain peaks above a cloud ; 
anil, as if disinherited by Kuture, nothing grows upon them 
except a little grass, a few hardy shrubs, and the yellow lichens 
that spot tho gaunt rocks like the scales of a le])er. One soli- 
tary lighthouse lifts its warning tiuger upon the oul«nuost rock, 
but, like a monument to the many wrecks that liave happened 
there, this only signals a rock of danger, and not a haven of 
safety for distressed mariners. 

Treeless, unblessed by the evidences of cultivation or tlirift, 
with no other sound than that of tho sea breaking heavily 
against them, and no other sign of life than tho surf whitening 
their sides of granite and flint, a more lonely scene can hardly 
be imagined. Upon landing and looking about him in silent 
wonder, one is mora and mora impressed with the idea that 
the sea has bared these inii>erisliable rocks by its subsidence, 
and that he is standing on the summit of a submerged moun- 
tain, emeiging from the oceau like one risen from the dead. 

A heap of bare and splintery crags 
Tumbled about l>y lightning and frost, 

With rifts and chaBm-s and ntorm-beat jaga 
That wait and growl for a ship to be lost ; 

No island, but rather the skeleton 

Of a wrecked and vengeance-smitten one. 




HIW-EVGLAXD UOBNDB. 

Aw>7 DDTtlieMt u Bnon-Iilutd Light ; 

Ton tuigbt miiitake it for a ihjpi 
Only it atandB toii pliiub upright, 

And, like the othen, does Dot ilip 
Behind the bka'i untteadf brink. 



On the nuunUnd yoa aee o mis^ camp 
Of mounUiiiu pitched tomnltuoiuly : 

That one loomiag wo long «nd large 
la SaJdlelMck ; and dial point yaa aee 

Over yun luw and rounded ouu^ 

Like the Ixmi of a Bleeping giast'a tuge 
Laid over his heart, ia Osaipee ; 

That ahodow there may be Kearaaig& 

There can be littie room for doubt thnt these isknds vem, 
fioin s very early time, the resort of occasional tishing ships, as 
they Bubseiiuently became the haunt of smuggler* and outlaws, 
—I mean pirates. The cluster enclosed a. tolerable harbor, were 
Qninluibited, were couveiiienl to the hshing-grounds, and they 
afforded excellent Cicilitiett for curing fish. In later timet their 
isolated position rendered them a necure refuge for the lawless 
loverB who infested our coasts, and who could snap their fingers 
■t the Colonial authorities white refitting their ships, disposing 
of their ill-gotten booty, or indulging in their habitual carousals 
on shore. From these conditions came at length a puny settle- 
ment, equally without law, moraU, or religion. Such was its 
reputation, thut a Culoninl order prohibited women from living 
on any one of the islands. 

A legend is of course associated with the record declaring 
those islands to have been the resort of freebooters. Kidd is 
supposed to have buried immense treasure liero ; and as if to con- 
finn the story, the ghost of one of his men, who was slain for 
ita protection, was always firmly believoil by the fishermen to 
haunt Appledore. At ono time nothing would have induced 
the inhabitant of another island to land upon this after night- 
Mi, although there was much search made for the treasure that 
the spectre was supposed to guard. One islander, indeed, had 
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really encountered the grisly E>h»de while making its solitary 
round, and he described it as shedding n dimly luminous and 
unearthly appeamnce, like that of a glow-worm, as it walked, 
and as having* a ftico pide and very dreadful to look upon. 

For a time, while the fishery (loiirished, the islands enjnyed a 
kind of prosperity ; but those clergymen wlio, like tlie Reverend 
John Tucke, went into n voluntiiry exile here, to become fisheta 
of men, might truly be said to have cast tlieir lines in stony 
places. Yet with unabated zeal the good Father Tucka perse- 
vered in the effort to reform the morals of his charge, to watch 
over their spiritual welforo, and to bring tliem into Bometliing 
Qke accord with the idea of a civilized community, until they 
carried him from the liltle church on tbo ledge down into the 
hollow, and there laid him away to his rest. 

Sometimes the minister woiUd see his entire congregation rush 
out of the meeting-house in the middle of the sermon because, 
it being a good lookout, some of the men had caught sight of a 
school of mackerel in the offing. Sometimes, when to make his 
imago moro ini press ivt-ly real he used sai terms to describe the 
condition of tiie unregenerate sinners before him, and put the 
question bhintly, " What, my friends, would you do in such a 
ease 1 " some ningh sea-dog wotdd retort, " Square away and scud 
for Squam!" — that being their customary refuge when over- 
taken at sea by a northeaster. Both Mather and Hubbard 
give numerous insbinces of the " memorable pniviUencos " ovei^ 
taking these dissolute and godless fishermen in the midst of 
their carousals. Let lis now givo one illustrating the efficacy 
of prayer. 

In his "Magnalia Christ!" Mather relates this incident: — A 
child of one Arnold lay sick, — so n&irly dead that it was judged 
to be really dead. Mr. Brock (the minister), perceiving some 
life in It, goes to prayer ; and in his prayer was this expression : 
" Lord, wilt thou not grant some sign, before we leave prayer, 
tliat thou wilt spare and heal this child I We cannot leave 
thee till wo have it." The child sneezed immodiately. 

On account of the isolation which left them to the mercy of 



848 MIW-BHOUirD uoehim. 

tbo aoenj*! oniMoi, tbe iiUDdi mn neariy dopopolatod dtniiig 
the tints of tb> fierolution. After this the few inbafaitauita wbo 
nmained lired in e deplonble condition of ignonnee end TioeL 
Some of them lost their ages for want of s record. Ths town 
oiguuBUion WW ahsniioned, snd the setUement at Ster IsIiuKl 
rehpiod into its old hslf-herbuons way of life. Men and women 
lived openly together without the form of mairiage. Finally eoma 
of the more depraved pulled down and homed the old mnnting 
boose, which bad so long been a prominent landnurit for seanwD ; 
and the parsonage might have shared a similar fate, had it not* 
like tbe ark, been launched and floated over to the mainland out 
of harm's way. 

Bat enough of this rude chronicle. Emeiging from tfaa 
shadow into the sun, the islands became in time noted for tbsu 
healthful ness ; -and presently, when the tight-keeper, who bad 
hitherto lived here liko a hermit, took course and established 
a boarding-house on Appledore, they drew a constantly incieee- 
ing number of visitors, who affirmed the Isles of Shoals to l>e 
the most idioayncntic watering-place iu the Union. Sinoe 
then they have been celebrated in sung and story. Every 
nook and alcove has been ransacked to procure materials fbr 
hiskiiy, legend, or romance ; ami finally little or nothing except 
the ancient tombstones, the little Goeport church, and some mds 
walls, declare the presence hero of a different genetation, who 
were rocked in the cradlt; of the deep, and who now slumber 
in its embrace. 

ON STAR ISLAND. 

BAR&H O. JEWETT. 

High on the lichened ledges, like 

A lonely sea-fowl on its perch 
Blown by the cold sea-winds, it stands. 

Old Qosport's quaint forsaken church. 

No sign is left of all the town 
Except a few forgotten graves ; 




ON 8TA£ ISLAND. 

But to and fro the white sails go 
Slowly acrow tbe glittering waves ; 

And siiminer idlers Btray about 
With ouriouB quertionB of the lost 

And TaniBbed village, and it« men, 

Whose boats by these same waves were tmsed. 



Their eyes on week'days Bought the church, - 
Their sure«t landmark, and the guide 

That led ihem iti from far at eea, 
Until they anchored safe beeide 

The harbor wall that braved tie storm 
With iu reBiatleBB strength of stone. 

Those buny liBhers all are gone : 
The church is standing here alone. 

But Mill I hear their voices strange. 

And still I SCO the people go 
Over the ledges to their honiea, -^ 

The bent old women's footsteps slow ; 

The faithful imrson stop to give 
Some timely won! to one astray j 

Tbe liUte children hurrying on 
Together, chnttcriiig of their play. 

I know the blue sea covered some ; 

And others in the rocky ground " 

Found narrow lodgings for their bone* — 

God grant their r«st is sweet and sotmd I 

I saw the worn rope idle hong 
Beside me in the belfry brown ;' 

1 gave tbe bell a solemn toll — 
I rang the knell for Gotiport town. 
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A LEGEND OF BLACKBEARD. 

THE varioii9 legeniJs rclntivo to tlic corsnire, and the seciet- 
iii3 of their ill-gatteu gaiiia nman^' lliesc rocks, would of 
tli(?iii.%lvi:3 occupy a lung i:lia|)ti;r ; mid tlio recital of the 
fL-.-irfiil ei^jlitd ntul soiiniU wlikli linvo CDiifiuntwl eiicli as were 
li:ir>)y ctioii^li to seuk fur liiJiluii treasure, would satisfy tlio most 
iavetL-ratti marvel lu'^iigor iu tlio liiiul. 

Arauii-^ otlicrd to wimiii it ij saiil tlicsc islands ircro known 
was tlio celebrated Cd]>tuiii Teadi, or lilackbeanl, os he was often 
called. He is supposed to hiivu burieil iiuiiiciisc Ir.-asura here, 
Eomo of which haa liecn dii;4 up and ajiprupriMted l>y the is- 
laiulcrfi. Oil one of his cruises, while lying olf the S<»tti5b coast 
waiting for a rich trader, ho was boanled by a etmngcr, who 
camo otr ill a small boat fniiii the shore. Tim new-comer 
demanded to be led hofore the piiMtu chief, in whose cabin he 
remained some time sliiit up. At lenjjlli Te:ieh appeared on 
di'cli with tlio stranger, whuni he iiitnidiiet'd tn the crew as a 
cinnrade. The vessel they weri,' ex]jeiliiy uoon came in siyht j 
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BLACK BE AHD. 



Here llie crew passed their time iii secreting Ibeir riobea and in 
caiuusal. Tlie comuuuder'a portion was buiied oti on island 




tport from the nst. He roomed over tiia isles with his bcniitifiil 
companion, forgetful, it would seem, of his feiirrul trade, until 
one morning s eail was discovered standing in for tbo isUuds. 
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All waa now activity oa board the pimte; but before getting 
under way the outlaw carried tbo maiden to the islaad when ha 
hod buried his treasure, and then made her take a fearful ostb 
to goaid the spot from mortals until bis return, were it tiU 
Doomsday. He theu put to sea. 

The strange sail proved to be a warlike vessel in search of tbe 
freeboot«r. A long and deGperat« hattle eneued, in which tbe 
King's cruiser at lost silenced her aJ versary's guns. The vesaels 
were (grappled for a last struggle, when a terrific explosion 
strewed the sea with the fragments of both. Stung to madness 
by defeat, and kn»wiii}j that if taken olire the gibbet awaited 
him, the rover bad fired the magazine, involving friend and foe 

A few mangled wretches succeeded in reaching the islands, 
only to peri.sli miserably, one by one, from cold and hanger. 
The pirate's mistreiis reiuained true to lier oath to the last, or 
until she also succumbed to want and exposure. By report, abe 
has been seen more thun once on White Island, — a tall, shapely 
figure, wra|)]ieil in a long sea-cloak, her head and neck uncovered 
except by a profusion of golden luiir. Her face is described as 
exquisitely rouiiilcd, but p^ile and still as marble. She takes her 
stand on tbe verge rif a lnw projecting point, gazing fixedly out 
upon the ocean in an attitude of intense expectation, A former 
race of fishermen avouched tliat her ghost w.is doomed to haunt 
those rocks until tho last trump shall sound, and that the ancient 
graves to be found on the islands were tenanted by Blackbeard's 



THE SPANISH WRECK. 

WO betide any ship that was driven among these islands 
before the lighthouse warned the mariner how to steer 
clear of them I Engulfed in pitch darkness, the doomed vessel 
bore steadily down upon an unseen danger, whose first warning 
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was the shock that snapped lier iiiasta asunder like dry twigs, aud 
that crumbed in her stotit tiiiiburs liku (^^-sliclls. Tbe waves 
aud tlio riiL-ks tlien iiiiLslied tbcir work of destruction. Sutli a 
scene of horror, with its dismal sequel of snlTuring olid deatli, 
enacting wliile tl)e islanders lay fast asleep in their beds, is tliat 
of the unknown Spanish wreck. 

This wreck took place on Smutty-Nose Island in January, 
1813, according to the G<«iMirt records, which give the ill-Eited 
vessel's name as the " Sngunto." Fourteen rude graves count 
the number of bodies that were recovered, and buried in a little 
plot together. " There is no inscription on the nido bowldera 
at the head and foot of these graves. A few more years, and all 
trace of them will be obliterated." 

Althongji tbe ship " Saguiito " was not stranded here, as the 
record incorrectly states, the wreck of a large vessel either S[mnish 
or Portuguese, with every soul on hoard, remains a terrible fact, 
only too well attested by these graves. The "Saguiito," it la 
known, after a stormy voyage, made her port in safety. But the 
horror of tlie eveut is deepened by that word " unknown." The 
name of the ship, who were her captain and crew, are all swal- 
lowed up at the same instant of time- 
It was in tbe height of a blinding snow-stomi and a gale that 
strewed the coast from Ilutt^^ras to the Penobscot with wrecks, 
that a ship built of cedar and mahogany was thrown upon those 
rocks. Kot a living soul was left to tell the tale of that bitter 
January night. The ill-fated craft was richly loden, for bo.xca 
of raisins and almonds from Malaga drifl^ed on shore tbe next 
morning. No clew to the ship or crew was found, except « 
silver watch, with the lettera " P. S." cngtuved uiwn the seals, 
and some letters which came on shore with the wreckage. The 
watch had stopped at exactly four o'clock, while those on the 
island ticked on. 

One account says tliat part of tbe crew were thrown upon the 

rocks more dead than alive, ami that, seeing a light shining 

through the storm, some of them crawled toward it ; but they 

wore too far spent to teach tbe kindly shelter it announced. 

28 
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" The roaring of the storm bore away their faint cries of distress ; 
the old man slept on quietly, with his family about him, — shel- 
tered, safe, — while, a stone's throw from his door, these sailors 
strove to reach that friendly light. Two of them gained the 
stone wall in front of the house ; but their ebbing strength would 
not allow them to climb over." Their stiffened bodies, half 
buried in the falling snow, were found hanging over it in the 
morning. 

This is the story of this little clump of graves, and of the 
wreck that is to this day unknown. Mrs. Celia Thaxter tells 
it in verse with much feeling ; fur to her such scenes are not 
unfamiliar, nor are the dangers of these inhospitable isles things 
of the imagination. 

THE SPANIARDS' GRAVES AT THE ISLES OF SHOALS. 

CELTA THAXTER, 

O SAILORS, did sweet eyes look after you. 

The day you sailed away from sunny Spain ? — 
Bright eves that followt'd fading ship and ci-ew, 
Melting in tender rain ? 

Did no one dream (^f that drear niijht to be, 

Wild with the wind, fierce with the stinging anow. 
When, on yon granite point that frets the sea, 
The ship met her death-blow ? 

Fifty long years ago these sailoi-s died : 

None know how many sleep beneath the waves ; 
Fourteen gray headstones, rising side hy side, 
Point out their nameless graves, — 

Lonely, unknown, deserted, but for me 

And the wild birds that flit with mournful cry. 
And sadder winds, and voices of the sea 
That moans perpetually. 






BOOK ISLAND. ; 

O Spanisb women, over the far Beas, 

Could I but show ycju where your dead repose ! 
Could J Bend tidingx on this northem breeze, 
That Btiong and steady blows I 

Dear dark-eyed BiBters, you remember yet 

Tbese you have lost ; but you con never know 
One stands at their bleak ptives whose eyes are wet 
With thinking of your wo I 



BOON ISLAND. 

EVEN the Isles of Shoals have their outlying picket. The 
solitary gmy simft of lioou-Ialaud Lighthouse, shooting 
high up out of the sea, is by day a uonspicuous object anywhere 
between York Hivi-r and Cape NeUdock ; and by night its light 
is a star shining brightly umid the waato of waters. Thia island, 
with its outlying ledges, lung hail the worst reputation among 
sailora of any that endanger the navigation of our eastern coasts, — 
until the erection of a lighthouse hero in I8II, upon the larger 
nick, robbed the place ef some uf its terrors. Its name goes 
bock aa far o» 1<)30, thus disposing of the local trailitione asso- 
ciating it with the wreck of the " Nottingham Ualley," which 
occurred nearly a century later. 

Aa the seas in great storinfl break couiplotely over it, driving 
the inmates to the upper story of the sliaft, one is lost in won- 
der to think that this barren ronJc, scart-oly elevated above the 
waves, was for nearly a month, and in the heart of winter, the 
melancholy refnge of a shipwrecked crew, whose strength daily 
wasted away while they were in full sight of the friendly shore 
they could not reach. 

The following is all that can be learned concernii^ the inci- 
dent commemoratc<l in Mrs. Thaxter's verses : " Long ago, when 
lighthouses were not so well manned as now, ' two lovers, lately 
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wod/ went out to keep the light on this perilous reef. In a 
great storm in the beginning of winter the husband suddenly 
dieil ; and the bei-eaved wife kept the light burning throe nights, 
till the storm lulled, and then left it unkindled as a signal of 
distress. There was no human creature on the rock except 
themselves." 

THE WATCH OF BOON ISLAND. 

CELIA THAXTER. 

They crossed the lonely and Innienting sea ; 

Its moaning seemed but singing. " Wilt thou dare,* 
He aakiHl her, *• brave the loneliness with me?" 

" What loneliness," she said, ** if thou art there 1" 

Afar and cold on the horizon's rim 

Loomed the tall lighthouse, like a ghostly sigu ; 

They sij^'hed not as the shore behind grew dim, — 
A rose of joy they boi-e across the brine. 

They gained the barren rock, and made their home 
Among the wild wave^ and the sea-binls wild. 

The wintry winds blew fierce acrosn the foam ; 
But in each other's eyes they looked and smiled. 

Aloft the lighthouse sent its warnings wide, 
Fed by their faithful hands ; and ships in sight 

With joy beheld it ; and on land men cried, 

" Look, clear and steady burns Boon Island Light ! " 

Death found them ; turned his ftice and passed her by, 

But laid a finger on her lover's li])s ; 
And there was silence. Then the storm ran high. 

And tossed and troubled sore the distant ships. 

Nay, who shall si>eak the terrors of the night. 
The sj)eechless sorrow, the siijireme despair ? 

Still like a ghost she trimmed the waning light, 
Dragging her slow weight up the winding stair. 



THE GRAVE OF CHAMPERNOWNE. 

Three times tbe iiiijht, too terrible to bear, 
Descenile<), ehromled in the stonn. At lost 

Tlie sun rose clear and still on her despair, 
And all her striving to the winds she coat, 

And bowed her head, and let the light die out, 
For thi! wide sen lay calm a» her dead love. 

When eveninif fell, from the far land, in doubt, 
Vainly to find that faithrut star men strove. 

Out from the coast toward her high t«wer they sailed j 
They found her watching, silent, by her dead, — 

A shadowy woman, who nor wept nor wailed, 
But answered what they spake, till all was said. 



THE GRAVE OF CHAMPERNOWNE. 

ON Gerrieb'a Island, at the mouth of the Piscataqua River, 
there ia a rude henp of stones marking, according to tra- 
dition, the last resting-place of Francis Cliampomowne, a former 
owner and resident of this island. Tradition further says he 
forbid thot any monument should be raised to his memory, 
althongli he was of gentle hloml, a neptiow of the famous Sir 
Ferdinando Gor^'cs, and a man of much personal worth and dis- 
tinction. (See " Nooka and Corners of the New England Coast," 
p. 149, and notes.) 

Thohah de Cambernon fur Hasting field 
i^eft Kiinnandy ; hix tower saw him no more I 

And no criiHuder's warhnnw, jiliimctl and steeled, 
Paws the grass now at Moilbury's blazoned door ; 

N(i h-tteied marble nor ancestral shield, — 
Where all the Atlantic shakes the lonesome shore, 

Lies ount forgotten : only cobbli^-Btones 

To tell ua where are Chamiwmowne's poor bone*. 

JuHlf ELWTir. 



I 
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YORK, MAINE. 

AGAMENTICUS. 

AKONIMODS. 

Whbsb rata grand, m^eatic, UU, 
As in a dream, the towering trail 

That Bcornfl the restless, sm-ging tide, 
Once spimneil the mart and street and niall. 

And arched thi: Ireea on every side 

Of this great city, uui« in pride. 
For hither cniiic a knightly train 

From o'er the aen uitb gorgeous court ; 
The niayon, gowned in robes ofatate, 
Held brillbiit tourney on the plaia, 

And niiutiive »bips within the port 

Discharged their load of richest freight. 
Then wlien at night, Uie sun gone down 

Behind tlie western hill and tree. 
The liowln wetB filled, — thi- toa."t they crown, 

" Long live the City l)y the Sea I " 

Now Huillcss drift the Vinuly neas, 
No shallops loud at wharves ur ijuaye. 

But hulks are strewn along the shore, — 
Gaunt skelutouH indeed are these 

That lie enelianteil by the roar 

Of ocean wave and sighing trees ! 
Oh, tell ine whi;re the pomiraus squirsH, 

Tlie cliant ut eve, the matin pmyera. 
The kni;,'lit3 in armor for the frayi 
The niiiyors, where, and cc)urtly sires. 

The eager trailers with iheir ivnress — 
How went these people hence away T 
And when the evening sun sinka down, 

Wuinl voices coine from hill and tree, 
Yet tell no tales, — tliia toast they urown, 

" Long live the Si>ectre by the Sea I ' 
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SAINT ASPENQUID OP AGAMENTICUS. 

MOUNT Agamenticus, the locality of the followiog legend, 
ia the commoiidiug landmark for sixty miles up and 
down the neighboring coast. The name has the true martial 
ring in it. This mountain leors its giant buck on the border of 
Idaino, almost at the edge of the sea, into which, indeed, it seema 
advancing. Its form is at once graceful, robust, and imposing. 
Nature posted it here. It gives a character to the whole region 
that suTTOuudfi it, over which it stands guard. Nature endowed 
it with a purpose. It meets the mariner's eye far out to sea, 
and tells him how to steer safely into his destined port. 

In his "Pictures from Appledoro," the poet Lowell makes this 
lefeience to the sailor's mountain : — 

He tjlowen there to the north of us 
Wrapt in his mantle of blue haze, 
Unconvertibly savage, and scorns to take 
The white man's baptism on hia ways. 
Him [ir«ton shore the coaster divines 
Tlirough the early gray, and seev him shake 
The morning mist from his scalp-lock of pines : 
Him first the skipper makes out in the west, 
Ere the earliest sunstreak shoots tremulous, 
Plashing with orange the palpitant lines 
Of nmtable billow, crest after crest. 
And murmurs AgamalicuM 1 
As if it were the name of a saint. 

The name is in fact a legacy of the In<lians who dwelt at its 
foot, and who always invested the mountain with a sacred char- 
acter. From this circumstance comes the Indian legend of Saint 
Aspenquid, whom some writers have identified with the patri- 
arch Fassaconaway, the hero of ao many wonderful exploits in 
healing and in necromancy. 
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Acccrding to the littlo we are able to recover concerning him, 
Saiut Asi>enqiiid was boro in 1588, and was nearly one hundred 
years old wIjcd he diu<t. IIu was converted to GliristiaQitj — 
possibly by the French Jesuits — and baptized by this name 
when ho was about forty viaira old ; ami he ut once set abont bis 
long and active ministration among the people of hia own race, 
to whom ho became a tutelary saiiit and prophet For forty 
years he is said to liave wandered fniiu east to west and from 
north to south, preaching the gDs|)el to sixty-eix different na- 
tions, healing tho sick, and performing those miracles which 
raised him in the estimation of his own people to the chamcter 
of a prophet appojnteil by Heaven, and in that of the whites to 
a being cndowe<l with BUi>eTnnt<iral powers. Those wanderings 
hod carried him from the Rhorcs of the Athintic to the Califor- 
nian Sea. Grown vcucmhic in his f^-ood work, warned that be 
must soon be gathered lo his fathers, the saiut at lost came home 
to die among his own iwoplc. Having colled all the sachems of 
the different tribes together to attend hia solemn funeral obse- 
quies, ti)ey carried the body of their patriarch to the snmmit of 
Mount Agamcnticus. Previous to performing tho rite of sepul- 
ture, and agreeable to tlie custom held sacred by these people, 
tho liuntcrs of each tribe spreail themselves tjiroughout the for- 
ests. A great number of wild beasts were slaughtered as a sac- 
rifice to tho mnnes iif the dcjiartcd snint. Tradition affirms that 
oil tljat day were slain and offered up l>etween six and seven 
lliousaud wild animals, ^ — from the bear, the buffalo, and tho 
mooso, down to tho porcupine, the woodchuck, and tho weascL 

SAINT ASPENQUID. 

JOHV ALBEE. 

The Indian hero, sorcerer, and wiint, 
Known in the land a.t PasuiaciinJiwav, 
And after called the good Sain) A:<i>enquid, 
Returning, travel worn ami spyiit with age 
From voin attempt to reconcile his race 



U'.: 




BAIMT ABPBNQOID OF AGAMENTICU8. 

With aan. Bent niessengers thrciughotit the East 
To Baomion all the blood-bound tribes M biin ; 
For that upi>n the ancient meeting-place, 
The sacred moDntiiin Afianienticuii, 
When next the nioou should show a new-bent bow. 
He there would celebrate his funeral feast 
With eacrificea due and farewell talk. 
The ilusky people lieanl and they obeyed ; 
For known was Aepenquid in all the campe, — 
Known was his name where unknown was bis face ; 
Bia conjnrie?, his valor, and his wit 
The tracklesfl foresta traversed many a year. 
And made his name a word of omen there. 
Then gathered they from all the hither land 
Of wide SL Lawrence and the northern lakes, 
•a of the great Algonkin toce. 



The feast was ended : bittl and beast were slain 
(Three thousand, so the ancient annals say) ; 
The dance was danced ; and every rite pcrfonned ; 
And gathered round the summit of the mount 
The stately, silent sachems stood intent 
On Aspenquid. He over all was tall 
And straight as nsh, though ripe with ninety years. 
He rose majestic on the sovereign top 
Of his own laiul, and in that ftolcmn hour 
He seemed to tower almve hia wimted height 
As tiiwcrs in midmost air the atricken binl. 
His locks were thin, bat raven block and long ; 
Nor yet hia eyes had lost their splendid dark, 
But glowed deep set beneath a low, broad brow. 
Unpinchcd by age, his face was firm, and bronzed 
Like leaves that hang all winter on the oak. 

" Warriors and braves, come nearer to your chief t 
My eyes, that once could brook the midday sun, 
And see the eagle ere myself was seen. 
Are dimmed with age ; and but a, pace beyond 
A misty light seema ^ttled over alL 
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Come nearer, braves, that I may feast my eyes 
On your young limbs, on what myself once was ! 

• • • • • 

My race decays, and I have lived too long ; 
My limbs with ninety weary winters' strife 
Are spent ; my fathers call me unto them. 
I go to comfort their impatient shades, 
And respite find for all my own mischance. 
And here once more on Agamenticus, 
My ohl ancestral powwow's tiacred seat, 
That saw the waters bum and trees to dance. 
And winter's withered leaves grow green again, 
And in dead serpent's skin the living coil, 
While they themselves would chan<]:e themselves to flame ; 
And where not less did I myself conjure 
The mighty magic of my fathers' rites 
Against my foe, — yet all without effect ; 
The spirits also flee where white men come. 
I turn to join my kindred sagamores, 
And fly before the doom I could not change. 
..... 

Light not the fires of vengeance in your hearts, 

For sure the flame will turn against yourselves, 

And you will perish utterly from earth. 

Nor yet submit too meekly, but maintain 

The valorous name once ours in happy days. 

Be prudent, wise, and til ways slow to strike. 

Fall back ; seek other shores and hunting-grounds, — 

I cannot bear you perish utterly ! 

Though, looking through the melancholy years, 

I see the end, but turn my face away, 

So heavy are my eyes with unshed tears ; 

And yours too I would turn, warriors and brave^ 1 

And mind not my prophetic vision much, — 

Th' unhappy gift of him who lives too long ; 

But mind the counsel many years have taught. 

The lost I give : remember it, and live ! " 
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HANGING BY PROXY. 



IN his " New Euglish Canaan," first iniblUhfiJ at London in 
1G32, I'liumas Alorbin, the ilisi)ussGsseJ nnd exiled pluiiter 
or Mount WuUnaton, aliat Murry Mount, relates tlio droll 
doingB " Of a Parliament held at Wcssaguacua." Wossaguacits 
b now Weymouth, Mass. It woe first settled by a trad- 
infi oonijwny sent out I>y Thuniaa Weston, — a London mei^ 
chant with whom the Plymouth Pilgrims hud liad some 
dealings, tut whose present enterprise they regarded with no 
particular favor. This Morton is a character about which Uiore 
are at least two opinions : the one generally received being that 
he waa a lawless, dissolute, reckli^ss, and able scamp, who led 
a vagabond life among vagabond followers ; whence Hubbard 
styles him " lord of luisnile." There is no question that ttio 
Pilgrims lookml u|>on Iiiui aa a dangurouH neighbor, or that 
ho regarded them with unconcealed aversion and disdain. So 
fur aa he was anything, be via a Clmrclunan ; while they were 
out-and-out Sepamlists. Ue used the Book of Common Pmyer ; 
tbey abhorred and rfjected it. He calls them ironically the 
"Brolhren;" they term liim "pettifogger" aud "athoiat." 
Sucli opposite views in morals and government were nut long 
coming into collision. 

Morton woa. however, a man of edncation and ability, — which 
by no means proves that be was not all the Pilgrims allege him 
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to have been, — an unprincipled adventurer. Taking his " New 
English Canaan " as the index of his character, one reads at 
every few lines some evidence of his strong predilection for a 
life of indolence and pleasure. His idea was to establish aii 
Arcadia, with the natives as his vassals. He restored the Old- 
English holiday customs, which the Puritans considered idola- 
trous, and which they had prohibited among themselves. He 
rechristened his plantation of Mount Wollaston by the name of 
Merry Mount, wftli tlie old May-Day ceremonies of wine, wassail, 
and the dance around the May-pole, to celebrate the change. He 
composed riddles in verse addressed to his followers that show 
an equal familiarity with classical lore and with the debased 
manners of the court wits and rhymesters of the day. He 
furnished the Indians with firearms to hunt for him, which 
they soon learned to use against their masters. Taking the 
alarm, the outraged Pilgrims seized and shipped Morton a pris- 
oner to England, without law or other warrant than the " higher 
law " that might makes right ; and it was while smarting under 
the sense of injury that Morton wrote this most entertaining 
account of his personal adventures in the New English Canaan. 

This brings us back to Morton's story of how justice was 
administered at that early day in New England, notably at the 
plantation of Wessaguscus. It is no iUult of Morton that the 
talc has grown since leaving his capable hands. But to him 
belongs the honor of having first set it down in black and 
white. He says : — 

** Master Weston's plantiition being settled at Wessaguscus, his 
servants, or many of them, being lazy persons that would use no 
endeavor to take the benefit of the country, some of them fell sick 
and died. 

" One among the rest, an able-bodied man that ranged the forest 
to see what it would affonl him, stumbled bv accident on an Indian 
granary, concealed, as the custom was with those people, under- 
ground ; and from it he took a ciipful of corn, and then went his 
way. The Indian owner, finding by the footprint that the thief 
was an Englishman, came and made his complaint at the plantation. 
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"The chief commander of the company im mediately called to- 
gether a parliament of all those who were not sick, to hear and 
detennine the caiiae of complaint. And wisely now," continues 
Morton, with phiyful irony, " they should consult upon this huge 
complaint, that a knife or a string of beuda would well enough have 
iliaposed of, Edward Johnson being made a special judge of this 
hueiness. The fuct was there in repetition, conatruction made that 
it was a felony, and by the laws c>f England punished with dealb ; 
uiid thia in execution must be put for an example, and likewise to 
uppeaae the savage ; when struiglitway one anise, moved as it were 
with Bonie compassion, and suld he could not well gainsay the former 
sentence, yet he had conceived within the composa of bis brain an 
Elmbrion (an nnbom child) that was of special coi]»equence to be 
delivered and cherished. He eoid that it would most aptly eerve to 
pacify the savage's complaint, and save the life of one that might 
(if need should be) staiiil them in some good stead, being yonng and 
strong, fit for resistance against an enemy, which might come uh- 
eipecte<l for anything tliey knew. 

" This oration was liked by every one ; and the orator waa en- 
treated to show how this end might l>e reached. He went on : — 

" Says he, ' You all agree that one must die, and one shall die. This 
young man's clotheH we will take off, and put upon one that is old and 
impotent, — a Hjckly peiKon that cannot esca])e death ; such is the 
disease on him confirmed, that die he must: put the young raan'a 
ch)thes on this man, arid let the sick penwn be hanged in the other's 
fltead.' 'Amen,' saya one ; and so sny many more. 

" And t\nif had like lo have proved tlicir final sentence, and being 
there conlirme<1 by Act of Parilami'nt to after-i^es for a precedent, 
but that one with a ravenous voice liegan to croak and bellow for 
n^verige, and put by that conclusive motion, alleging that Huch 
deceits might be a means heri:arter to exasperate the minds of the 
complaining savages, and that by his death the savages should see 
their zeal to do justice ; and therefure he should die. This was con- 
cludeil. Yet. neverthelesii, a scniple was made ; now to counter- 
mand thix act did represent itstlf unto their minds, which was how 
they sbouM do to get the man's pood-will. This was indeed a special 
obstacle, for without (that they oil agreed) it wonid be dangerous 
for any mau to attempt the execution of it, lest miscliief should be- 
fall them, cveiy man. He was a person, that in his wrath did eeem 
to be a second Samson, able to beat out their brains with the jawbone 
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of an afts. Therefore they called the man, and by perRuasion got 
him fust bound in jest, and then hanged him up hard by in good 
earnest, who with a weai>oi), and at lil>erty, would have put all these 
wise judges of this ]Kirlianient to a pitiful non plus (as it hath been 
credibly reporteil), and mode the chief judge of them all buckle 
to him." 

This is Mortou's own narration. The actual culprit^ be de- 
clares, was really hanged, in spite of the ingenious proposal to 
liaug up another man in his stea<], which at first had tickled the 
fancy of the parliament. As if to corroborate the story, Brad- 
ford tells us that these Wessaguscus planters were fain to hang 
one of their men whom they could not reclaim from stealing, in 
order to give the Indians content. 

Morton's story is generally admitted to be the foundation for 
Butler's mirth-provoking one in " Hudibi-as," which appeared 
thirty years later, to delight the world with its incomparable 
drollery and satire. The satirist, whom nothing escaped, theie 
\ puts it into the mouth of l^Ipho, who is endeavoring in a 

■ most Jesuitical way to clear away his master's scruples in regard 

to the flagellation ho had promised to undergo for his lady'a 
^ sake, but was (lis|)osed to avoid. The squire artfully debates 

J the point of honor involved : — 

Though nice and dark the jmint appear, 
Quoth Ridph, it may hold up and clear. 
That sinners may supjdy the place 
Of suffering saints, is a plain case. 
Justice uives sentence many times 
On one man for anothi*r's crimes. 
Our brethren of New En«;land use 
Choice malefactors to excuse. 
And hang the guiltless in. their stead, 
Of whom the churches have less need. 
As lately 't happened ; in a town 
There livVl a cobbler, and but one 
That out of doctrine could cut use. 
And mend men's lives as well as shoes. 
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This ptecioua brother having Blam, 
In time of peace, an Indiun, 
Net nut (if mulice, but mere zeal, 
Because he waa au inli<le1, 
The mighty Tottipottimoy 
Sent toour elUerx an envoy, 
Complaining sorely of the breach 
Of league, held forth by brother Patch, 
Against the artii'leii in force 
Between both churches, his auJ ours. 
Bwt they maturely having weigh'd 
They had no ninre but him o' th' trade, 
A niaii that Herv'il thera in a double 
Capacity lo teach and cobble, 
R^lvM t.) stpare him ; yet to du 
The Indian Hoghan Moghan too 
Impartial justice, in bis atoad ilid 
Hang an old weaver that was bedrid. 

In the author's notes to the eurly fditious of " Hudibras " the 
story is iisaerted to be true, Hiihbiird repents it with the quali- 
fication thiit the liauging was only |ni;tcudeil, althoiigh he liad 
seen tho cxtnict wo hiivo givuii from Bmdfonl ; and he had 
also rewl and enjoyed tliu manner " with which the merry geo- 
tleiuan that wrote ' Iludibras' did in his poetical fancy make 
HO much sjiort." 

Tliiit in ouu form nr another the story now became current as 
true, is no longer a matter of doubt. We next discover it in 
a dilferent druds, n>lati-il with mucli gusto by (iovernor Dudley to 
(^iptiiin ITting, and printed at length in the latter's " Voyoges." 
It will be seen that the anecdote has lost nothing by passing from 
mouth to mouth. This is fiovenior Dudley's version : — 

"One day, while a carpenter was cutting down a tree, and a 
crowd of Indians sIoikI aMunil. watching every blow with the greatest 
attention, tlie tree fell on one of theni who did not get out of the 
way, killing him on the spot The other Indians set up a great 
howling over the dead bmly, while the frightened carpenter ran and 
hid himself to escape their vengeance ; for they foolishly thought 



li 
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Lim to blame for the death of their coiuiHiiiiou. The English tried 
to ]>er8uade them that the car[>euter wa^ not at fault; but nothing 
short of his death would pacify them. They demanded that he 
should W given up to them for execution. Seeing them thus en- 
raged, and fearing that they might fall upon and destroy them, the 
English finally ])ru mined to hang the unlucky carpenter themselves. 
The Indians were told to come the next morning, and they would 
! see him hanging from a particular tree. But the carpenter being a 

young and lusty fellow, ami very useful, they concluded they could 

not spare him ; and thei*e being in the fort an old bedridden weaver 

j "who had not long to live, he was taken out to the tree and quietly 

5 hanged in the room of the carpenter, to the entire satisfaction of the 

Indians, who did not detect the cheat, and who became good friends 



]\ again. 
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THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 

THE touch of nature to which all yield, has no higher exeni- 
l)lificati()U than in those simple ballads of home and its 
associations that have made the names of Payne and Woodworth 
immortal. One does not care to analvzo his sensations ; he 
forgets the homely phrase ; he feels, and is deeply affected by 
the awakening of those memories wliicli carry him back to the 
days of his liap|)y and innocent childhood ; he is a child again. 
This secret, yet powerful chord was struck by Samuel Wood- 
worth in his "Old Oaken Ihicket ;" and it has not vet ceased to 
vibrate a tender harmony whenever that masterpiece of human 
emotion is spoken or sung. 

i' Dear old " Goldy " has well expressed that iucxtingiiishablo 

yearning for the spot of ground we call " homo" in these touch- 

i^ ■ ing lines : — 

}' In all my wandering?* round thi^ world of care, 

In all my griefs, — and God has given my share, — 
I still had hoj)es, my long vexations past, 
Here to return, and die at home at last. 



TUB OLD OAKEN BUCKEl'. 371 

What are thoae endearing scenes wliieh in the " Old Ouken 
Bucket " iiiid their ouuiiterjiurt m the memory of thousautlsl 

The town of Scituate, Mueeachusetts, one of the most ancient 
oftheOlJ Colony, joins Cobaaset on the south. Its hialory is 
memorable and interest Lug. Tlie jMople come of a hanly iiiiil 
lietermiued ancestry, whu foitght for every iucli of ground thut 
their deecendanta now hold. To this fact may perhaps ho re- 
ferred the strength of these ussocialions, dinging like ivy around 
Home of tbe moat nutnble of the ancient homesteads. To bor- 
row from Mr, Naaon : " Tbe scene so vividly described in Mr. 
Woudworth'i clutrmiiig lyriu is a little valley tlirougb whicli 
Herring Brook puraiies itu devious way to meet tho tidd waters 
of North liiver. The view of it from Coleman Heights, with 
its neat cottages, its luaple-g roves and npplu-orubiinls, is reuiark- 
ably beautifiil, The ' wide-spPBading pond,' the 'mill," the 
* d»iry-hou»e,' the 'rock where the cataract fell,' and even the 
' old well,' if not the ' moss-covered bucket ' itself, may still ho 
seon just as the [hmI disserihed them." 

Among these scenes Sumuol Womiworth, tlic i>iH>pht'a imel, 
was born and reared. Aitliougb the house in nn loiigiT tliorv, 
many pilgrims sto)) at its modern successor in order to slake 
tlieir tliirsl at tlie waters, the recollection of wbicli giivu the jioet 
Biich exiiuiuile pleasure in after years. Uuo wi-uld Hill have the 
surroundings uncbniigeil, — the cot where he dwelt, the pon- 
derous well-sweep, crenkinH with age, tlial his youthful hands 
tugged feeUy at ; and, liualiy, tlio miw-sy bucket overflowing 
witb crystal necliir fresh from the co'il deptlis below. But since 
cbangi'S will coniu to transform the picture, the sus«tptiblo vis- 
itor must bo content to qimlf a draught of purest water to the 
memory of one of the kiadlie«l poeta that our New Englinil soil 
has prvtluoHl. 

To this rapid sketch of the scene we may now add the history 
of the iiopukr hallad, "Tbe Old Oaken Bnckrl" The circum- 
stances under which it was com[iosod and written — and limy 
embody a moml as well u cousccmlw a memory — am snid to 
bo as follows : — 
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Samuel Woodworth was a printer, who liail served Ma appren- 
ticeship under the veteran Major Russell, of " The ColumbiAii 
Gentinel," a journal which was in its day the leading Federalist 
oi^n of New England. He had inherited the wandering propen- 
sity of his class ; yielding to whii:h he in due time removed first 
to Hartford, and then to New York, where, after an unsuccessful 
career as a publisher, he became associated with Morris oa one 
of the founders of " The Mirror." It was while he was living 
in New York, and after many vicissitudes liad tempered the 
enthusiasm of his youth, that, in company with some brother 
printers, he olio day dropped in at a well-known establialiment, 
then kept by Mallory, to take a social gkss with them. The 
cognac was pronounced excellent. After tasting it, Woodworth 
set his glass down on the table, aud smacking )iis hps, declared 
emphatically that Mallory'a taa de vie was superior to anything 
that he had ever tasted. 

" There you are mistaken," aaiil one of his comrodea quietly ; 
then adding, "there certainly was one thing that far surpasaed 
this in the way of drinking, as you, too, will readily acknowledge 
when you hear it." 

" Indeed ; and pray wliat was that 1 " Woodworth asked, with 
apparent incredulity that anything could surpass the liquor then 
before him. 

"Tlic draught of pure au<l sparkling spring water that jve 
used to get from the old oaken buuket that hung in the well, 
after our return from the labora of the held on a sultry summer's 
day." 

No one 9|>oke ; all were busy with their own thoughts. 

A tear-driip glisteneil for a moment in Wood worth's eye. "True, 
true," he exclaimed ; and soon after quitted the place. With a 
heart overflowing with the recollections that this chance allusion 
in a bar-room hod inspired, the scene of his happier childhood 
life rushed upon liim in a flood of feeling. He liastened back 
to the ofBce in which he then worked, seized a pen, and in half 
an hour had written the popular ballad which follows. Wood- 
worth died in 1842, at the age of hfty-seren. Hie reputation 
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rests upon this one stniko of genius. He never wrote anything 
better than this beautiful lyric, wliich is capable of hushing the 
most boisterous assemblies into silence, — such is the homage 
that all instinctively ])ay to the purest and holiest of human 
associations. 

j THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 
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1 SAMUEL WOODWORTEL 
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How dear to this heart are the scenes of my childhood, 

When fond ilecolltctinii presents them to view ! 
The orebanl, the meadow, the deeptangled wildwood, 

And every loved 8pot wliich my infancy knew, — 
The wide->ipit»adinj; i)on«l, and the mill which stood by it. 

The ))ridge, aTid the ix>ck wh<*re the cataract fell ; 
The cot of my fathiT, the dairy-house nigh it. 

And e'en the rude bucket which hung in the well, — 
The ohl oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 
The moss-covered bucket wliich hung in the well. 



That moss-covered vesstd I hail as a tn^asure ; 
For often, at noon, when n.?turned fn)m the field, 
D I found it tlie f^ource of an ex([ui^it(.' pleasuns — 

f , The purest ami sweetest I hat nature can yield. 

^ How ardent 1 seized it, with han<ls that were glowing ! 

■ And (juick to the white-|><d)hled bottom it fell ; 

- Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing, 

And <lrii)pin^ with coolness, it rose from the well, — 
! The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 

The moss-covered bucket, ar«)se from the well. 



How sweet from the green mossy brim to receive it, 

As, poised on tin' curb, it incline<l to my lips! 
Not a full blushing ^'ublct could tempt me to leave it, 

Th<»u;^Mi Idled with the nectar that Jupiter Rips. 
And nnw, f.n* removetl fi'.>m the love(l situation, 

The tear of IJeLjret will intrusiv(.'ly swell, 
As Fancy reverts to my fathtrV plantation. 

And sii^hs for the bucket wliich haiii^s in the well, — 
The old oaken luu'ket, the iron-lxMunl bucket, 
The moss-covered Imcket which hangs in the well. 



DEST|{(JCTIO>f OP MINOT'S LIGHT. 



DESTRUCTION OF MINOT'S LIGHT. 



THE dttngeToiiH reef stretching far nut hito the ^n from 
Cohusset, 811 shaggy with ki'lp ati<l rockweud tirat Bucli 
sejmnite rock liMka like tho bead of n tnoDst^r rising to tnks 
breath, has ncqtiir^d a 
fatal wli'brity. Many 
a goiid ship's bonea 
liu buried in Iha 
trenchoroiiB gaiiils, or 
wbitvniiijjnmim^ the 
almri) Tiicke in the uff- 
111-^. In the lilt tit Til nitl 
^ai<: of IMii, fully 
•ina hundred iivM 
were sacrificed to its 
fm-y upon thi« iiiiut. 
In that gnlo the tU- 
fntal "St. Ji>hn'9,''rtn 
emigrant ship, strutk 
hiira on Cohnsect 
RofJu, when within 
Bight of her port, and 
bocurao a total wreck. 
Twenty-seven IntUca 
wera rccovorwl, and 
buriod in the viUoga 
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graveyard. Those who have visiteil the Minot*s Lighthouse 
only on a summer's day can faintly imagine the fury of a 
wintry storm, or the power with which the seas then dash 
themselves high over tlie lantern of the tower. The place had 
long been one of terror to mariners, when, aroused by the long 
catalogue of disasters signalling it, the Government iu 1849 
began the erection of a lighthouse on Minot's Rock, known to 
be one of the most dangerous of this dangerous shore. It was 
constructed upon the novel, and jis it proved the mistaken, idea 
of op|)Osing as little resistance to the free movement of the 
waves as possible. With this view ponderous iron piles were 
sunk deep in the rock, and uj>on them was built the keei>er^8 
house and lantern, the floor of the dwelling being thus elevated 
fully forty feet above the seas which rolled beneath it. When 

i|J the great storm of April 14, 1851, to which people long referred 

with a shudder, Ix^gan, Benn(;t, the kee|>er, was on shore, the 

jj lighthouse being then in charge of two assistants. The storm 

steadily increased to a tremendous gab; from the northeast, that 

\\] continued with unabated fury throughout the two succeeding 

days. By this time, grave apprehensions began to be felt for 
the security of the structure. The last time that the lighthouse 
was seen standing was shortly after three o'clock on Wednesday, 
j the third day of the gale. The weather then l>ecame too thick 

to distiu'^'uish it; but the lantcTii was not lighted, as usual, 
during that night, or if lighted, it could nut be made out from 
the shore. At an early hour on the following morning the 
keeper, wliile making his round, found fragments of the resi- 
dence strewed along the beach. Tiie lighthouse with all it con- 
tained had been swept away during that night of fear, and 
no one had been left to tell the tale. When the gale had 
spent itself, the groat waves were seen tossing in mad glee on 
the sj)ot where it had stood : the beautiful aurial tower had 
disappeared. 
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MINOTS LEDGE, MASS. 



Anil nokeil in the howling night 
The Te<l-cy«d lighthouBe lifts its ronn. 
The waves with slippery fin^rs clutch 
The massive tuwer, and climb and full, 
And, muttering, growl with baffled nigo 
Their corses on the sturdy wull. 

Up in the lonely towpr be sita. 
The keeper of the crimen light ; 
Silent and awpstruck dues he hear 
The imprccatiiiiiH of the night ; 
The while n]>ray beats against the panes 
Like some wet ghost that down the air 
la hunted by a troop of fiends, 
And seeka a shelter anywhere. 

He |)Tays aloud, the lonely man, 
For every soul that night at sea. 
But more than all for that brave boy 
Who U8c<l to gayly climb his knee, — 
Young ('liarlie, with his chestnut huir 
And hazel eye and laughing lip. 
" May Heaven Inok down," the old man criea, 
" Upon my mm, oiid ou his i^hip ! " 

While thus with pioua heart he pmys, 
Far in the distimce Honndn a boom : 
He panses ; and again there rings 
That sullen thunder through the room. 
A ship u]M>n the shoals to-night ! 
She c-innot hold for one half hour ; 
But clear the ropes and gmppling-hooks, 
And trnst in the Almighty Power 1 
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On the drcnclieil gallery hu slundx, 

Striving to jiitTcc tliv »<ili<i iii)jbt ; 

Across the sea the rwl cyi' tbrowa 

A Bteoily crimsun wake of liglit ; 

And, where it fhlU upuii the waves. 

He secB a hutnnn hewl llcKit by. 

With long iliviiuLi-il mrls »[ cliestuut liair, 

Anil wild, lint feurlesa buzul eye. 

Out with the liouks ! Onu mighty fling 1 
Atiown ihe wind the long rD]>v i:urls. 
Oh ! will it ciilcli ( All, dreud NiidiH-nsc, 
While Ihc ivild o,-eaii uil.ler wliirlo^ ! 
A sternly jmll ; it li;;hteiiB imw : 
Oh ! hia nld heart Hill hurst with joy. 
As on tile; iili]niery rwks Im |)ullt 
Thc! hrtiilhing br-ly of hi* hoy. 

Still 8Wbe)> the >^|>i'('livs through tlif uky ; 
Still PotiJ the I'l.in.U 1>el'i>iv thc storm ; 
Slilliliikod in Ih,- howling night 
The m!-ey«,l li-lithoil^^e llfl^< il^ form. 
Without, "till.' «oild i^ wild with Rige ; 
UnkclilielU'.l <U-iiious oi>' aliroad : 
Ullt with Ihe father and till' soil 
Within. thiT.' is the peiiii-ol i:,>,l. 



LEGENDS OF PLY.MOtTTII ROCK. 

"V]"0 ^'00.1 AimTiciii would willingly dio without having seen 
i-N riymontli IViek. 

Thtre u no crlain t<'Vv\ .>( a day upon whioli all of tlio 
"Maydowcr'.^" i-omiiany iliscmlnrkrd ; Iml thoso haviii.s; Uie best 
right to do it llx.-d t\„: ihU- as (hi' liiM of Dir.-inhiT, ItiSO. 

Justly n^pardo^l an th<; iiiM.^t iiii]ii.rfaut otn- in Ammcan Iiia- 
tory, the event lias been (.■.did.TiiloLi liy some <■( ihv nu.st spirited 



LKtiENDH OF I'LVMOUTll HOCK. 
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poems in tlio Jaiifjiiiid!*: ; and to tliodu who luve tbo ■.>M Hou^fs — 
uiil who iloea not) — thu etauxne of Kelicia liemans, Pierpont, 
Sigouniey, SpragUe, and IVrfjval, retain all the fivalmesB and 
JDspinttioD of their uhiklhood'R ilaya. 

The hoQiir of Imving ilist tduoheil tbo sboro on tlis ever- 
roomorable ilny ia nharcil hy two claimuita. llitth aro supported 
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by rnmily tnulitioti. That giving it to John AUin viu humlod 
down tlirciugb Hiici.-<>esive gcnnnitions, until it was printed in hi» 
coUoctton of Epitaphs, by tho Kororond I'imothy AliU-n, P.D., 
A linml dnaccndant of John, and thiia ohtniinul a jM-rnmucnt 
record. 
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The second claimant ia Mary Chilton, a maiden who subse- 
quently became tho viite of John Winelnw uf Plymouth, and 
the mother of a Int^'c funiily inheriting tlie moat distinguished 
traits of tho I'ilgrini^ with un honorable name. The husband 
of Mary L'hilti>n retuovLiI after a time from the Old Colony to 
BuatoD, whore the family tomb, with its arms, may be seen in 
King'H Cha[iel Yard. 

It is a somewhat curious fuel that a i>reciiw.>ty similar tradition 
exists with n;s]>ect to the luiuling at Boston, which runs to t)ie 
effect tliat, being then a romping girl, Anne PuUanl declared that 
aha would he the first |>er»i>n to jump on sliore, and was as good 
as hei word if soon its the IhniI'h keel grounded upon the beach. 

But whoever miiy lie entitled to the preference, — and that 
question will proljahly iviuain unsettled, — the simple act sur^ 
rounds the stutuesque ligure of lh<- eager youth or maiden with 
a glamour rendering it the fon-most and striking object of the 
historical picture. I'liere is slill another point of view. A 
youth in tho full vigor of nianliood, whose posterity shouhl 
inherit the virgin land, sets liis nervous foot u)>on the comer- 
stone of a nation, and wnkM it iin historic aptit. A young girl in 
the first hliiiini of wiumulnNKl, llic tyj>e of a coming maternity, 
li.ij.ljy crus-si's til.' tluH'shnld ..f a wild.-rness which her children's 
ehildreii sliidl possi-ss .ind inlmhit, and tmnsfornis it into an 

Kden. Sunly John Ald.'u A Id have married Mary Chilton 

on the siiut. 

MAHY L'llII.TON. 

OEORllK HASCKOIT OKIKFtTU. 

F.Mii Uwii." Ilml kiss ihf siHirkliiij; bay, 
Iti-st WHntii-st ii'er her lriiNi|uil ^-leep, 

Til.' Hrnt ..11 rlviiiimlh llwli 1.. leap! 
Anions' til.- liiiiiil tl»ck »li.' stoo.1, 

I{;irf fi^'ur.', ii.'iir lliu " M;ivfl,.ivt-r's " prow, 
Willi li.iirl nf (■liri...tmii f.iriiliiile, 

And li-)it kiTi.ii' ..11 li.T brow! 
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without lint viiitin^' mnav liuly Hlirino, uutl ini[il(iriii<; liiu uiil g 
|itvt«clluii of tlieir lAtiou saint. In lIkmo latur tiiuis uiuti Imt* 
rrininH] Tor inspuuliua tu lliii ri>i;k (u tbi'y wuulil to a »bnui 
mill tlicy linvo net btiuu luluuuutl lu cciiifr.as Uiol thcj fotiud i 
» Living Itutk, IK-Tvitii; tlicm tu patriotic cSiM, or mtiviug Uj« 
lu iuaiiirud ulbaranoM iri behaU uf muukintl. 

Whvu ill 1774 tJl tliu laiiil triu in a Iktuc, the apint < 
the Old Colony having linai lu fevi^r in-itt, tl wns tlBtenuitM 
u«wly U> i:[>iu«ccmU 
LlicToclctutltedii 
iipirtt (if i.ibvrt;. On! 
tliu u|i|>iiinUKl Unjfl 
all tlio ruatls 
iiiU iiitu I'lymouLbv 
wrro thTongaiL. Fiii 
tlioiimiii] frn< 
had uissi^iublH] witlfc 
in tliff tijwn bj ii 
day ou thtt Gth o(^ 
UulubtT. Tlisy wui 
mtrl to iiludgn ttrata-J 
edv«» t<i noch otliurl 
ii^iiiust tiw op{iR 
811.11 ,>f tlie I 
country. All \ppra« 
aninmtoil bytheooti-l 
MfiNiwi iiiis' rocK. sdoiisiiBsa of actinf^l 

ill a rightftil cnnsol 

that moved Utem n*l 
out' lunn ; all were burning with patriotii: xttai. They firat m-l 
quired uU Dio Tory pnrtisnns of tlir Hniwn to niuke n publta^ 
rntuuihition. Thia being done, they ptweedeii to the spot wherol 
tlidr nnueatore hod landed, with thu pur)>0Fie of reninving Porb-I 
fotlien' Hock to thtt public Hr|uni« in the uentru of the viUag«bf 
But wliile it was being misod from ita primilivo bvil, and I 
to oppose the act i>f desecration, the rock suddenly split iii two^ 
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This accident, which to many seemed a warning, so dashed tho 
spirit of tlie octois, that the proeeedJugs were near coming to an 
abrupt end ; but sumo quick-witt«<l spectator liaviiig declined it 
t<j pres^e the violent suuduring of tho empire in twain, it was 
accepted as a good omen, the iip[M.ti' liulf was drawn in triumph 
to the open space in front of the lueetiug-house, and there de- 
posited, at tlie foot uf tile libertj'-polo, froni which a flag bearing 
tlio legend, "Liberty or Death," waa flung to the breeze. And 
thus tlio ruck waa mode to ptay an active part in tho great 
controveniy. 

This is tlio portion of Forefalhura' Itock that so many thou- 
sand curious pilgrims have seen lying on the gniss plat iu front 
of Pilgrim Hall; while a monument, built in the form of a 
shrine, enclosed, at tho edge of the beach, the original spot 
whence it was taken, the lowei- fragment of the rock, and the 
bones that a pious care had recovered fmm the earliest burial- 
place of the Pilgrims, hanl by on Cole Hill. In 1881, after a 
eejmration of one hundred und six years, the np]ier liulf was 
mplaced upon tho lower. What God haii jointid together let 
no man put nsiindur ! 



THE COURTSHIP OF MYLES STANDISH. 

OF all our New-England legends, one of tho most [wpular, an 
well as one of the most picturesque, is the story of the 
courtship of Myles Staudish, which is the subject of Longfellow's 
l>oem of that name. 

The action conties in three persons. First there ia the mar- 
tial figure of the redoubted captain of Plymouth, the nida but 
tried soldier, the man of manly virtues, with all a soldier's con- 
tempt for courtly fjniccs, tho owner of a noble name which he 
hail made more illustrious by his deeds, — brosque, quick-tem- 
pered, brave to rashness, but wearing tho heart of a lion in his 
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little, undersized body, though his head might sometiineB be hot 
and nnsteaily in council, — iti atiort, a man to be admired, feared, 
tnistod, but not, alas! always lovi'^l, nor bom to woo. Such 
was Myles Standiah, the Captain of I'lymiiuth. Though dis- 
iiilierited by fraud, and attlf-rxiled, t\m soldier of fortune yet 
jMwsessed a title to distiuctioii that elevates him upon a pedestal 
above the sober and industrious artisaoB with whom he had 
loyally cast his lot, although it is doubtful if be belonged to 
their communion. 

To this hail) Puritan sulilier, whose wife ha<t died during the 
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liist dreadful winter of their [iil^iima^'Q enters the stnphng 
John Alden, who is iLo&Lrtcil to 1h the mhhl person that first 
leajwd upon the woild renowiied IJock v 
I'nim the "Mtiyllowir m tint Dtctn 
tw:-lity-two ; buf in the i\is f tn [ 
stitiited no defcU Dk p rs ns Mr>r 
I'uritiin luaiJen, 1^^\ Miles Stuili-iii 
youth with a smile the i thor with i 
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Bopreme, the immarried members were sagaciously joiiieJ with 
Boniv I'omily, both fur thu Kuke of uuity au<I rot lUn w|uul dia- 
tribulion of work and giioila. Tliia ounstituted utih large familf 
tlivided into mniiy. In siime sunEe, therefore, Myloa tjtaiidish 
was the guardmii and pniteetor of Aidcii, whuia he is said to 
have lovoJ as his own buii, 

Tlie third i»eraoii, i;umi»lotiiig Iha y;roup, is I'riscilla, tlip daugh- 
ter of William MuUina, one uf the original Pilgrim biuid, who 
had died within two moutlis after tho laading, leaving her 
fatherless. There was only one Priscilla, and tUero were two 
lovera. 

Hose Staudisji, the Hrsl wife, Imvinj; died, us we have sBid, 
the Oapluiii lindiiig hts loncliuosa insupportubki, the lovely 
PriscUla found favov in hia eyes, and he therefore deteriuiued to 
install ber as the niistreas of his heart and household. But this 
lion in lovn, who had so often facod death without Riucliiug, 
wanting courugc to lay both at a simple maiden's feet in his 
own person, made choice of John Aldeu, of all others, as his 
envoy in this delicate negotiation, lie unfolded liis purpose, 
and gave his hopes into Alden's keeping. How luuuh this dis- 
closure may have tn>ubled the youth, being hiuisulf a victim to 
the fair PiiMiilln's charms, yet lH)und in honor and grotitudo to 
his patron, the Captain, is oasily imagined. Ho bad been asked 
to go and declare another man's imsdion to the obje<:t of liis 
own heart's dusire, — to woo her for another ! How hitU-rly 
he must havu bewailed the weakness that had prevented his 
speaking to her sooner, and ba<I now thrust him into this awk- 
ward dilemma! 

Loyal still to his friend and patron, though pursued all the 
way hy these regrets, he took the weU-kmiwn path to Priscilln's 
house, steeling himself for Uio coming ititerviow. Boitig wel- 
comed, but ill at oRse, be flrst askod pemtiasion to ui^ the Cap- 
tain's suit. The damsel was then called intu the room, when 
the young man rose and delivered his cmmd, — at once his 
renunciation and his des[>air. Knowing as we do hia feelings, 
we may pardon his confusion, as doubtless the keeu-oyed Pris- 
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eillt did, tnd w« may ozenn ths my in whuh 1w i 
thiongh bit apsecfa, evny ^llaUa of which mnrt hKTB ] 
hi* toDgtu in giving it nttenum. 

We Kia no toue interpreter if the jonng man^ mental and 
nonl perplexitjr ia not the Vej to the blnahing MMiUa^ UMwar, 
whieh, like m njr of stuuhins piereing thiou^ a wintry elood, 
ioitantlj breaking through all teittunt, turned tbo fomialUy and 
fblie ientineDt that Allien hail fortified hitiuelf with, inoonU- 
Dentlf out of doora. 

With a beating heart PriMJIla listened to his plea for ^nptlwr. 
Hc^ poor wretch ! could not diaguiae hia rwl feelinga from bta^ 
worn aa they were upon his eleeve ; and nobljr did abe coma to 
the reacue. What a worid of Brchneu^ of tender chiding aad 
of the h>Te which ia so pure that it knowa no ahanu^ ia hm» 
leTeeledl 

" Prithee, John, whj don't jron apeak for yooiaelf t " 

The tradition aaya that John left the bouse without epoakiiig^ 
bnt that the look he gave Priscilla spoke for him. We can aea 
fab dark figure striding homeward through the Plymouth wood% 
and we can guess somctliiDg of the fmme of mind in which the 
young mnii conteraplated hia appronchiiig interview vith the 
wrathful little Captain. It is indeed saiil — and here family ta^ 
dition takes an issue with the poet — tliat Myles 8tandish oerar 
forgave his ambassador to the court of Hymen for thus aupplant 
ing him ; but it is certain that the maiden herself pouted haln 
into the wounded spirit of the youth, by giving her hand wrheie 
abe had already given ber heart. And from these twun come 
all of the name of Atdeu in the Union. 



So thmugh the Plymouth woods John Allien went on bis ensnd ; 
Crossing the brook at the ford, where it brawled over pebble and 

shallow, 
Oathering ctill, aa be went, the May-flnwers blooming around him. 
Fragrant, filling the air with a stntnge nnil wonderful sweetness. 
Children lost in the woods and covered with leaves in their slnmbor. 
" Puritan Ooweis," he sold, " and the type of Puritan maidens, 
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If odMt and nrnple and iweet, the ray type of PriMJlU I 
80 1 win uke than to her i io Prucilla the itaj-tawm of Plymoath. 
If odnt and ttmide and iweet, ai a parting |{ift will I take than ; 
fiKathing tbeir ulent larewell*, aa tliaj fade and wither awi pexiafa. 
Soon to be thrown awaf, as ii the heart of the giver." 

Then, •■ he opened the door, he beheld the fbim of the maidgn 
Seated beaide her wheel, and the carded wool like a auow-diifl 
Piled at her knee, her white hanU< feeding the nnaau epindle^ 
While with her foot ou the tieodle ihe gtiided the wheel in ita motion. 
Open vide on her Up laj the well-wnni paalnt-book of Ainnroith, 
Printed in Anwtehlani, the wonla and the miuic together, 
Roughhewn, angular notee, like atonea in the wall of a chnichjitrd. 
Darkened and oTerhung by the running Tine of the venei. 

80 he entered the hooee : and (he hum of the wheel and the ringing 
Suddenly ceased ; for PrimilU, arouwd hy hia step on the threshold, 
Boae aa he entered, and guve \t\ai her hand, in signal of welcome, 
Sajring, " I knew it wa« you, when I heard your rtep in the p 
For I was thinking of you, ai I tat there singing and (^niDg." 



Thus he delivered his message, the deitemus writer of letten, — 

Bid not embellish the theme, nor array it in beautiful pbraaee, 

But came straight to the point, ami Iilitrteil it out like a school-bo; ; 

Even the Captain faimself could harrlly Iiuve «aid it more bluntly. 

Mute with aumz^ment nnil wrrow, Princilla the Puritan maiden 

Looked into AlilcnV Tare, ht-T vyen dilated with wonder, 

Peeling his woids like n hlim-, that xtunned her and rendered her 

speechlcsB ; 
Till at length fhe czriainied, internipling the ominous silence : 
" If the great Captain of Plymouth in so very etn^ to wed me. 
Why does be not come himself, and take the trouble to woo met 
If I am not worth the wooiTiR, I surely am not worth the winning ! '• 

Still John Alden went on, tmheeding the words of Prisdlla, 
Urging the suit of his friend, explaining, persuading, expanding. 

Though he was rough, he was kindly; she knew bow during the 
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He had altemled the sick, with a hand as gentle ai woman's ; 
Somewhat hasty anil hot, he cotild not deny it, and headstrong, 
Stern as a Boldier might be, but hearty, and placable always, 
Not to be laughed al and scorned, becitusu he was Httlc of stature ; 
For be wan great of beurt, magnanimous, courtly, courageous ; 
Any woman in Plymouth, nay, any woman in England, 
Might he happy and proud to be culled the wife of Miles Standisb I 

But as he wanneil and glowed, in bin simple and eloquent language. 
Quite foigetful of self, and full of the praise of his rival, 
Archly the maiden smiled, and, with eyes overrunnhig with laughter, 
Said, in a tremulous voice, "Why don't you speak for younelf, 
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Our fathers crossed the ocean's wave 

To seek this shore ; 
They left behind the coward slave 
To welter in his living grave. 
With hearts unbent and spirits brave. 

They sternly bore 
Such toils as meaner souls had quelled ; 
But souls like these such toils impelled 

To SOOT. 



Thb Pilgrim spirit has not fled : 

It walks in noon's broad light ; 
And it watches the bed of the glorious dead, 

With the holy stars, by night. 
It watches the bed of the brave who have bled, 

And shall gnard tbis ice-bound shore, 
Till the waves of the Bay where the " Mayflower " ]ty 

Shall foam and freeze no more. 
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At, all it holy (cnnind, 

Th« toil wbeie firet they trod ; 
They b«ve left unstained what there they found,— 

Freedom to worahip Qod t 



And never may they rest unauag. 
While Liberty can find a Umjjue ! 
Twine, Gnilitude, a wrtath for them 
Uore deatlilena than the diailem. 

Who to life'* n. .1,1-1 ,-ii,i 
Gave up life's ili.I.I.M ]"i»iTJ, 

And Uule the lejpicy descend 
Down, down to us and ours. 

8nLA.auM. 



9act eietietttig. 
EHODE-ISLAND LEGENDS. 
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THE SKELETON IN ARMOR. 



LONGFELLOW'S baUad of "The SkeleUm iu Armor" U the 
legitimate product of one of those obscure trailitiotis which, 
through frequent nipitition, aciiuire all the couBiatoncy of nu- 
thontie facts ; yet, like other illusioiis, disuppeur iih soon an the 
light is turned ou them. In this cose the Scandinuviaii tmilition 
recounte the adventurous voyages of the two Norec curaaire, Leif 
Bud Thorwald, t<i the New World as early aa a. i». 1000. They 
BK said to have sailed from Icniniid, aud to have passed a winter 
in New England. 

The tenuM of these (iuf,'iis nre so amhinnoiis, even sliould they 
be accounte<l tnie relations, as to rentier any tterious attempt to 
trace the voyages they namite, with the purpose of fitting them 
to our own coasts or harbors, a lost labor. Tlmt Danish antiqua- 
ries would be deeply interested in estnblisluiig the valiility of the 
claim on the pirt of their eountrynum to a discovery- ])receiiing 
by nearly five iN^nturies tlmt »t Columbus, was only naturol ; for 
should they sueroed it would prove the most brilliant jewel in 
the crown of tlieir nation. The relations themselves, however, 
amounted to little ; and without stronger evidence the reputable 
historian would probably content himself merely with mention- 
ing them. He would certainly hesitate long, and examine criti- 
cally, before installing the vague and the veritable side by side. 
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thirty feet high, supported by massive stone colunms, also round ; 
for the woodwork )iaving fullen away, notliing but the bare walls 
remain to identify its original form or purpose. It xtands on the 
beiglita overlooking tlie harbor ; and until Time'a changes hid it 
from view, was nlways a conspinuaiis object when the city was 
approached from the sea. This structure liad been so long un- 
used, that little importance need be attached to the fact that the 
purpose for whioli it was originally built had gradually died out 
of the memory of tho oldest inliabitant. The natural growth 
of the town waa certain in time to bring this result about. Its 
proper functions then liaving so long ceased, no one regarded it 
except with a feeble curiosity, nor was thero oven a local tradi- 
tion concerning it. For a century and a half it had stood on 
the same spot without a question arising as to its origin ; it 
was completely ignored. But at length some one discovered a 
resemblance to Scaiulinavian architecture. The Danish tavatu 
at once claimed the wimlniill as tho work of tlieir countrymen 
centuries before the arrival of the English. 

There was also on the shore of Taunton River, — a tidid 
etrcaio tlnit flows into Narragansott Bay, and might therefore 
be easily ascended by an exploring vessel, — a moderately large 
bowlder, one face of wliich, being smooth, was completely covered 
with mysterious hieroglyphiua which no one had been able to 
decipher. Tho strange chamctcrs had originally been deeply 
cut into the perpendicular face toward tho channel; but In the 
course of years, and owing to tho rock itself being partly sub- 
merged at high tide, tho continual abrasion of water and ice ha» 
nearly oblitomted them ; eo that it is now scarcely possible to 
identify these marks as tho work <if human hands. The bowlder 
received the name of Dighton Rock because the shore where it lay 
imbedded was within the limits of tho town of Dighton. Here 
now was a veritable reiic of anti<\uity. Unlike tho windmill, 
this had always been tho subject of eager curiosity and discus- 
sion, — so much so, that copies of tho inscription hod been 
transmitted by Cotton Mather to the learned societies of London 
u a worthy and valuable contribution to the purposes and aims 
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of aidwolopcal rsMuch ; while the windmill, notwithstending 
ito alleged iieculiaritf of conatructioii, ud the clear preamnptuni 
thet it must have been 4 nioet poigiunt ipar to cnriosity, as jwor- 
ing the nwideace here of Euiupfane ao luug ego, was not thoo^t 
to be worthy of a single word, and no one of the tLonaanda to 
whom it was a familiar object >o much ai hinted that it had anj 
title to such cumideration. Tbe acnlptnrad rock nmaiiwd, how- 
ever, an unsolved eniguuL A vague local tiadition onlj ren- 
deied it all the more perplexing. It ia tiue that jomnj who 
wen acquainted with their rude cuiumemoiative riT»wit^g«, 
which thoee of the rock greatly resembled, believed that the 
Indians had at some time cut the unknown ebatacteim. Thia 
very natural solution of the mystery became the aubjoct of oon- 
troveisjr. The Danish antiquaries, better instructed, immedi- 
ately declared Dightou Kock to be the impeiiahable reooid of 
the adventuroHs voyages of their countrymen. 

Still another thing, most opportunely ooourring, by in mating 
it with the glamour of romance, secured for tbe new tbetny a 
certain amount of sympathy, ' — thus giving it a atnagtli of m 
wholly different kind in the popular mind. Hitherto tbe nev 
idea liad token haa with the gciienil public than with acholan ; 
the materials vrure now found fur a veritable eottp dt tkedtre. 

There was cxhuniRd at Fall Kiver the ekeletoii of a man 
whoso breust — whether for uniamcnt or ilefeiice is uncertain — 
was protoL'tcd by an oval plate uf brass, and on whose flesbleos 
thighs still loosely hung a belt of curious workmanship,, made of 
hollow tubes of brass much corrode*!, and litted together in the 
manner of the baniloliors worn when firearms were in their in- 
fancy. There were also found lying near the skeleton some 
arrow-heads made of the same metal. It is true that the bodj 
had been buried in a sitting posture, with its arms and onuk- 
meiits, agreealile to tin; fuiieml customs of tlie Indians of thia 
coast. It is rdso true that from the voyages of the Cahots down 
to tlie coming in of the Knglisli settlers here, the |>03se8siun of 
copper ornaments, and even weapons of war, by the Indians, waa 
a fact constantly repeated. Even the chains and collars, one of 
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-wliiali was worn by the skeleton, had been exactly and minutely 
described in some of the ICelations pnuted by Hakluyt. But 
the Bitga» liad said that Thorwald, the Norse rover-uhief, was 
aluin in an enuvunter witb the natives, and had been hastily 
interred neur the spot where be fell. The breaBtplato and 
arrows wan: said to h« identical with those in use among the 
tieandinavians of ihis ancient 
periorl. To the silent evi- 
denee of tliu mill and to the 
testimony of the rock was 
now joined tliat of a supposed 
None wurrior in his armor. 
I'he Duniab echolara unhesi- 
tatingly adopted the skeleton. 

The coBii u» it now stood 
may lie briefly aiimme<l up 
thus. A building said to be 
of ueoiwlructtnn similar to the 
woflt aueieut oiiea in the Scan- 
dinavian peninsula, — in fact 

not dating lnt<?r than the tH-nlllb century, — certalidy unlike any- 
ibing of Dntish arehitw-turi'. hail been found ; a rwk inscribed 
with Hunifi eharactore, — lor the Daidsh scliolars claimed to 
dwipber portions of its inscription, — bad been discovered; a 
skeleton weitring armor of the kind used by Notso warrion bad 
been disinterred, — and these things existed within sucb neigh- 
tHirhooil to each othnr as to cunutitute a cliain of evidence strong 
in itself, strengthiuied by probability, and further supported liy 
the very general feeling in its favor, that tbey were the work 
or the remains of the ailventuruns sea-rovers of the North. To 
Micb an army, presontinl witb such authority- and with so much 
confidence, it is no wander that the sceptical at first hardly 
knew what to answer. 

But each and every one of tliese pieces of evidence baa been 
f\)lly disproved. It bus been shown tliiit the Newport Mill was 
of a similar build to those eroetol in some purta of England, — 




notabl; Uka ona at Chaatexton. Tba aottlei^ tbenibi^ bnilt aftat 
knomi Britiah modala. Tbs sUompt to convert the elwraotan 
of Diffhton Rock into Banio, or eren into aa intalligible biatarie 
nooM of anjr kinil, aigDallj fitUad to eonyiDoo eitfaer IfirniKl 
oc unlearned. And laatlj, the metal found upoti ths akeleton 
tamed out to be different from that uaed for wariiks puipoaM 
bj the ancient Scaudinaviaua. To thia the diract eTidonce that 
a windimll was erected on the very apot whsre the niin now 
atanda ; that Ooyeraor Aruold mentiuna it in hia will ; that the 
wajr leading to it ia still called Mill Straet; and that it waa 
commouljr known aa a windmill and nothing elae, — ivould Trm 
finally to diapoae of what was left of the Noithman'a antiqiia 
tower, and to leave it the simple and atriking memorial of tfas 
foTcfatliera that it undoubtedly u. Thia whole oontruvemj maj 
be aaid aignally to d«monatnite the eaae with which maj histoo- 
cal &ct may be perverted or unsettled. 

In a note to his " Skeleton in Atmor," Mr. Longfellow aaja 
that he considers the tradition sufficiently eetablishecl for the 
purpose of a ballad. VoilA tout ! But he rery mdvelj edda 
what few will now bo fuiind willinjj; to dispute, that, "doubtleas 
many an honest citizen uf Newport, ivho liaa pnsseil hia daya 
within siglit of tliu ruuml tower, will be ready to exclaiiu, tritk 
Sauchii: 'God blesa ra?! did 1 tiut warn you to hare a care what 
you wen; doing, fur tliat it was nothing but a windmill ; and no- 
body could mbtake it but oue who liod the like iu hia hvad.* " 

In the balhu) tlio Vikin^j's ghost in supposed to appear to the 
poet, and is exhorted to tell hira his story. One iustitictivelj 
recalls Hamlut's midnight colloquy on the platform of the caatle 
at Elsinon) : — 

Speak I speak ! thou fearful guest I 

Who, with ihj holliiw lircost 

Still in ru<lu imii«r divst, 
Cuiniwt to daunt nie ! 

Wrupt not in EoKteni balms. 

But with thy flenhlcxa palnij 

Stretched, aa if asking idnis, 
Wby do»t thou haunt me f 
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And the grialj coreo repliee ; — 

I woa a Viking old r 

Mj deeds, though niaiiifold. 

No Skald in auiig has tuld, 

No Saga lauglit thee ! 
Take heed, that in thy verae 
Thou doat the tale leheorse, 
Elae dread a deud uion's uune } 

Fur thi£ I Bought thee. 

The weird tale proceeds without further regard to the legend 
aa it ia told in the eagaa. The rude coisoir wins the love of a 
gentle maiden, — a prince's child, — somewhat iu the manner of 
Othello, by telling her tha story of his deeds : — 

Once OS I told in glee 
Talis of the ettinny sea. 
Soft eye* did gaze un me, 

Burning jet lender ; 
And 03 the white stars shine 
On the dark Norway pine, 
On that dark heart of mine 

Fell their full splendor. 

Then the Viking, having persuaded the old Hildebrand's 
daughter to fly with him, is hotly pursued by the incensed 
father " with seventy liDrseinon." He puts to sea in his vessel, 
and is followed by Hildebmnd in another, when the catastrophe 
that makes Lim an outcast oi^cura : — 

An<1 AS to catch the gale 
Round veeied the flapping nail, 
Death 1 was the helmB:nan's hail. 

Death without quarter t 
Mid-Hhips with iron keel 
Struck we her ribs of steel ; 
Down her black hulk did reel 

Through the block water I 
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After thU the outlaw who haa earned off the dAugbter, and 
hae elain the father before hur eyea, steen into the open and 
uuknown sea. The stauB intnxJucing the round tower ia aa 



Three weckn vre wi-Htwaid bore ; 
And wheii the i>lonii wa>i o'er, 
Clouil-tiki?, we WW the shoie 

StKU'liing to lecwan) ; 
Tlien: for luy IuIj-'h boHttr 
Built I the lofty lower 
Which, lo this wry liour, 

Stiuiits looliiu){ lieawiinl. 

Here tlic hawk and the duve dwelt until a child was bom to 
thi4u ; but ttio niuidon sickened ; and at length, as the ballad 
lolls us, — 

Dcalli closwl hur mild blue eye* : 
Under ihat tower kIiu lien ; 
Nu'er »hall the mm ariw- 
Oil mich aiiolber! 

In des]Kiir, the Viking puts (in his armor and falls upon his 
spi-ar, — ^thu iiout tliiis ucL-ountiny fcir the skeleton in uriiior by a 
dtruke of genius, as lu' does for the tower by a touch of human- 
ity ; so tliiit it is nut slr.uit;<' to find [leople saying they would 
mtlier believe in tli.- le^-L-nd than not. 

But Mr. l>ingf('ll.nv was not tlifi lirat ]K>et to discover the capa- 
bilities of the old mill for a poem. The |>oet Bniiuard iiiakea it 
llm subject of an Indian tradition to the effect that its perishing 
walls wero tyiiicd of tlie >;r!idurtl disapjiearance of the Ked Man 
in the home of bis fathers, and that its final iail would signal- 
ize the total uxtinotion of his rite. His is the earliest poetic;il 
iiwr of the tower that the writer ha.s st-m. 
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THE NEWPORT TOWER. 

J. Q. BRAIHABD. 



There is a nule ulil ii 

Half moaoni'y, liulf niin, bent 

With Bugging weight, as if it meant 

To warn one of luiHchunce ; 
And an. old Indian may be aeen 
Musing in Badnesa on tbc HceDe, 
And costing on it many a ki;en 

And luany a thougbtful glanc& * 

Wben lightly sweepa the evening tide 
Old Narragoasell'a Hhore beaide. 
And the uanoes iu safety ride 

Upon the lovely buy, — 
I 've seen him gaze on that old tower. 
At evi;ning's calm and penaive liour ; 
And wben the night begun to lower, 

Siari-e teur himself away. 

But once ho turned with furioue look, 
Whilo high his cleiiidiM baud he shook, 
And from hia brow hia dark eye took 

A tuddeniiig ghiw of mudneas ; 
Vet when I told him why I came, 
Uis wild and blo<Hlahot eye grew tame, 
And bitter thoughts poased o'er ita flame 

That changed ila rage to sadness. 

" You watcb my step, and ask me wby 
This mill filU my straining eye. 
Stranger, there is a prophecy 

Wliivh you may lightly heed : 
Stay ita ful&lment if you can : 
I heard it of a gray-haired man ; 
And thus the threatening story nn, — 

A boding tale indeed. 



I 
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" Ht n((l that wb«n tbic muqr waU 
Down to its vei7 baoe ahould bll, 
And not one Klone among it «]1 

Be left upun another, 
Then »bould the Indian race and kiitd 
DuperHe like the leturnlew wind, 
And no red man be left to find 

One he could call a brother. 

" Now jon old tower is falling hst : 
Kindred and friends awaj are paawd ; 
Oh ! that my father's sonl niay cast 

Upon my grave its shade, 
When some ffloA Christian man Bhall place 
O'er me, the last of all my race. 
The lant old etoiie tbat fulla, to grace 

The Kpot where I am laid ! " 

Mrs, Sigoumey, following Longfellow, lias aUo addressed some 
characteristic lines to its gray walla in a half serious, half play- 
ful vein. She, too, believed it to be a veritable relic of the 
Northmen. Hut the ]>octs, it nhoidd be said, are much too aus- 
noptible to the charm of wraance to be intnisted with making 
history. 

TlIK XEWPOIIT TOWER. 

MRS. i„ II. HiommsET. 

Dark, Innely Tniver, amid ycm Eikn-inle, 
Which, ns a gem, fair Xnrragnnflett wpan 
Upon her heavinf; hrea,9t, thnii lifl'st thy head, 
A myftpry nnd paradox, to mock 
The curinns ihronj;. 

Pay, reared the plundering hand 
Of the fierce Imc.ani'iT lliy mnwy walK 
A treasiirp- fortress for hii* hlooil-Bt .lined gold 1 
Or wrought the 1)oinfP' nf iin rarlit'r race 
To form thy circle, while in wonder g.iied 
The painti'd Indian ' 



BLOCK ISLAND. 

We set Ihou urt 
A right flubstantiHl, well-pretsprveil oU tuwur, ■ 
Lei Ihat Biilfice us. 

^k)nl(^ tli<?rv mi- who say 
Tli<>ti wert un ancitnl leiTulmiiL 



Beit 



ol 






Our Pilgriiii-sire« ramt have U%n much 
With MtKi Iftbor, thoB to guther stones, 
And patient rear thy SconiUiiavian arch, 
And build thine ample chamber, anil uplift 
Thy shapely column, for the Kii'lding winds 
To play vagaries with. 

In lliniHi lianl tiuiaa 
I trow King Philip jjave Ihem other wnrk 
Tluu to di'ck ihuiciug-Ualls and lum the Mnsts 
From old Kolua' cave. 

Uud'nt th.>ii the I«iwer, 
- I think Uiou'iUt laugh right heartily In »ee 
The worthy farnierK, with iheii' B«tli« of corn, 
KliHtaking thy profession, an of old 
Dim Qiiiiole did nii«luke thine ancestor, — 
If haply such progenitor thou hadst. 



BLOCK ISLAND. 

THE introduction tu Daim's L-uli-brnted numitive pueiu, 
"The Buccaneer." i« n bMUtiful piew of descriptive writ- 
iiiy, that fltonds out in strong relinf against the dark legend upon 
which it casts a solitary ray of Biinahino. 

THE ISLAND. 

Thr i'lanil 1ii9 nine league" awsy. 

Along it* solitary i>lion-, 
Of craggy rotk and *andy lay. 
No sound but o«eaii'» roar, 
8avH whom the bold, wild «ea-biril make* her home, 
Her tJirill cry coming Ihruugh tlir j]«rkling fonnL 
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But when the light winda lie at rest, 

And on the glussy, hearing aea, 
The block duck, with her glossy breast, 
SiU swinging sileotlj, 
How beautiful 1 No ripples break the reach, 
And siWctrj waves go noiseless up the beach. 

And inland rests the green, wami dull ( 

The brook conies tinkling down its ude i 
Fri.m out the trees the Sabbath hell 
Rings cheerful, far and wide, 
Uingliug ita sounds with bleotiugs of the flocks 
That feed about the vale amongst the nxka. 

Nor holy bell nor pastoral bleat 

In former days within the vale ; 
Flikpped in the buy the pirate's sheet ; 
Curaes were on the gale ; 
Bich goods lay on the sand, and murdered men : 
Pirate and wrecker kept their revels then. 

The island merits a further word of description. It is a ban] 
of chiy, treeless aud wind-swepl, eight miles long, rising out of 1 
the ocean between Montauk and Gay Heoul, and lying ueaxeet:] 
to Point Judith, on the Rhode-Island shore, from which it t 
about five miles distant Planted, as it is, right athwart th« 
highway of a vast and increasing commeree, it ia a Teritablft , 
atumbling-block in the way of the anxious navigator. In clew J 
weather its brilliant light cheers the grateful mariner on his'l 
voy^e 'svith its sigoal of " All 's well, and a fine night 1 " tiU i 
it sinks or fades from his view. 

We know that a tribe of the once powerful and warlike Nw- J 
ragansetts possessetl and inbabite<l this sea-girt isle, to which 1 
their fotheta gave the euphonious name of Munisses. But pow- 1 
erful and warlike as they were, they wore also a race of plunder- 4 
ers, having the lawless traits common to islanders everywhere}. a 
so that, as early aa the infancy of the white settlements in Mub»- i 
auhusetts Bay, their thieving propensities brought down upo&l 
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a the vengeance of tlm whites, whu mode an armed deaceiit 
tijion the island with the sanguinary purpose of extenuinating 
every warrior upon it. Befure the wara, of which this is a mere 
ppiaode, wero over, tlio ialand passed forever from the ownerehip 
of iheee Indiaiie, who hod fled from it in terror, ioto that of their 
-first taking a civilized name from the Dutch sailor 




■ ^^r^f:^;^'" 
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Adrian Blouk, and Biib8M|neiiUy thut of New Shorcham, which 
the township Htill retaius. 

Then hogaii the Rnidiinl peopling of the island under the mle 
of a Dfw nice, and a development, sometimes checked by the 
warx, hilt t'iTuling slowly lowani iiii improved condition. It 
Iwiiig iirst nvnilnblo for pnstumgp, the islanders were mostly far 
mors, who raisnd cattle, »heep, and poultry, which they oxportdd 
t<) the maiuland. Tillage graduully superseded this. The farms 
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arc still productive, and tbe inhabitants, cuntrary to llw gencml 
lielief, get tlieir living chiefly liy the soil. 

Those who were not forniora were Sdhormen. The seas around 
the island teeueil with the co<i, the mackerel, ami the blue lisb, 
besiUea other valuable epecira, — thus I'lirnishin^ t^ubsistenca to 
another class, who toiled with net aud tine, and who bitilt their 
rudo cabins and Hakes by tbe shore. But the island having no 
guoil harbor, lishing and trading went on by boats in the old 
primitive way. 

Somehow, the reputation of the island vraa never good. Sail- 
ors always shook their heads when they spoke of Block Island. 
A bad lee shore, a place of no gooil hap for the unlucky marinec 
who might be ibiven U[>an it, vero prevailing notions, — and 
firmly rooted ones, — whidi dark hints, and still darker tradi- 
tions, concerning shipwrockei;! crews and valuable cargoee, giva 
a certain color and connistenoy. " I would rather be wrecked 
anywhoro than upon Block Island," became a common and aig- 
uiticuut saying in the forecastle ur the midnight wutch, when 
the dark moss of the island heaved in sight. But all this refota 
to long ago ; for though there arc still wreckers, — and tbey are 
universally held by sailors to be but one remove from pirates, — 
their work now proceeds with some regard for the saving of Kfij 
and the lawful cliiima of the owners. In "the good old times " 
the wreckers stripped a ship, and divided her cargo upon the 
principle that to the finders belongs the spoil. " Everything ia 
fish," said they, "that comes to our net." 

Like all islanders, these people were generally hardy, sober, 
and industrious. But a difierenco is to )» observed l>etweien the 
farmers and the fishermen, — a name often synonymous with J 
that of wreckers or smugglers. So isolated were they from th« ] 
rest of the world, that the intermarriage of those more or J 
related by blood was a thing of comnmn occurrence, Tha j 
result was naturally unfavorable ti> the physical condition of J 
the islanders. Indeed, one instance is mautioned of a woman \ 
who left three deaf-and-dumb sons at her deatli. 

Dana's "Buccaneers" and Whittier's "Palaiiiie" are the 
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legitimnte outcome of a etate of things which so oatiirally 
affords inateriiila for roniunce ; nnd both are also the outgrowth 
of a singular legeud, whose very obscurity lends it a weird 
fascination. 

Some time during the last oeutury — even tlie year is uncer- 
tain — an emigrant ship bound for Phikdelphiu came upon the 
American coast, only to be driven ofi' lo eca again by sliVBs uf 
weather. The emigrants were substantial ami thrifty Dutch 
people of the better class, who liod brought all their property 
along with them to their new home, whither many of their coun- 
trymen had preceded them. Some of tbem are oven alleged 
to havo been wealthy. It was in thu dark and dreary season 
of midwitit^!!-, when the voyage, alreaily lou^ was thus disas- 
trously lengthened. With the euasl iu sight, but unable to gain 
her port, tho ship, buffeting the frozen sens, was driven north- 
ward far oTit of her course ; while scenes were being enacted ou 
board, the bare tliought of which makes the blood run cold. 
Tlie captain bad died, or hod been munlereil, at sea, before the 
vessel cumc in sight of the land. All discipline was at an end ; 
and the ship's crew then began a system of cold-blooded rob- 
bery, to which the act of boldly hoisting the black flag and 
of cutting the tlinmts of their misemhle victims would have 
been mercy indeed. Tho wretches armed themselves; and 
having taken puasossion of the water and provisions, with n 
reliued cruelty demanded from the famishing cmigiants twenty 
guilders for a cup of water, and fifty rix-dolkrs for a biscuit. 
To save their livea the poor imsseagera were obliged to beggar 
tliemsolvce. Those who could not or woidd not comply with 
the atrocious demaud were ullowed tii starve, and their ema- 
ciated boiliua were coolly thrown into the sea. llie ship soon 
became a floating hell. Having plundered their victims of 
everything that they possease<l of value, the inhuman crew 
finally took to tho lioats ; and deserting the stricken ship, they 
left her to tho mercy of the winds and waves. With no one 
left ou boiml to iiavigate her, the dootned shi|i drifted on. 
Days of dospair were succeeded by nights of horror. She was 
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ntiw a madhouse, tenanted only by manim's nr the uiibnried 
corpses of those who hud died from famine or disease. 

One calm Sabbath morning the "I'alatine" stnick on the north- 
ernmost reef of Block Island. But her voyage was not to end 
here. The wreckers manned their boaU and humanely rescned 
all those who hod eurvired starvation, exnept one woman, who 
had gone stark mad, and who now refused to leave the wreck. 

The ship, liaving only touched the reef, floated off again with 
the rising tide ; and the wreckera, who surrounded the grimy hulk 
like vultures the carcass of a noble stag, now making their boats 
&Bi to it, towed her into a neighboring cove, in order that they 
might dismantle Lor at their leisure. But before this oonld be 
done a gale sprang up ; when the wreckers, seeing that the ship, 
in spite of their cflbrts, would be blown off to sea, set her on 
fire ; and she was soon in flames. 

Enveloped in fire from truck to deck, the " Palatine" drove oat 
into the thickeuing darkness of a stormy sea,— an object of dread 
even to those who had so recklessly applied the torch. But thii 
feeling was turned to deeper horror when the frenzied shrieks 
borne to their ears from the burning ship told the lookerB^s 
that a human being was perishing miserably in the flameig befon 
their eyes. 

These appalling sounds were supposed to proceed from the 
maniac woman, who had been forgotten in the excitement of 
the moment The " Palatine " drifted away, and burned to 
the water's edge. And so ends the dismal tale of the actnal 
ship. 

But it is now averred that on that very night twelvemonth, 
the anniversary of the same storm, the islanders were affrighted 
by the startling and aiihlime spectacle of a ship on fire in the off- 
ing, which, as the gale rose, drifted before it, and graiiually faded 
from their sight, exactly as the ill-fnted "Palatine" had done. 
Year after year the same strange sight continued to keep the feto 
of the "Palatine" fresh in the memory of every man, woman, and 
child upon the island. Hundreds had seen it ; oTid all were fiilly 
convinced that this annual visitation was a porti^ut of disaster to 
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them and thftire. Sotqp of the better-informed were, it 13 true, 
inclined to class the phantasm of the burning ship with atmoa- 
plieric phenomena ; but the ialandera only shrugged their shoul- 
ders OS they pointed to the unerring certainty with which it 
reappeared, the faithfulness with which every detail of the cou- 
flitgration repeated itaelf, nnd the myel«rious way in which the- 
veasc) first f»me on shore. 



THE BUCCANKER. 

Dana's tragic atiiry of the " Bucciiiioer" would hardly be 
recognized for the sonic that we have related, were not its 
leading incidents firmly associated with Block Island. He 
makes Lee, the "buccaneer" of the poem, native here. Lee is 
a man fitted by nature for leadership in a career of crime, — a 
monster from whom wo turn in abhorrcucc, and for whose evil 
I destiny even the poet's art can hardly make us feel one touch of 
eompaasion. The grandeur of the design of the poem is in fact- 
raarred by the liideoiisneas uf the central figure. Lee is a wretch 
without one redeeming trait,— he is simply a (nit-thront. 

The poem opens with Lee's ship lying in a port of Spain. He 
has grown weary of the life of a peaceful trailer, and has re- 
solved to tuni piral«. Wliile the veewil is being refitted for sea 
a Spanish lady seeks a pnsaago in her to Aroericn. Her husband 
has fallen in the wars, nnd she is scarcely wedded before she is 
a widow and an I'xile from lier nrative land. I^e receives her 
with woll-aficet«d sympathy, nnd tenders her a passage in his 
ship. The bereaved lady unsuspectingly pats herself, lier at- 
tendants, and all that she posscast'g in the corsair's power, Her 
rieh jewels and her gold inflame the rapacity of Lee, — who, 
however, is crafty enough to bide Ids time. The Senora has a 
strange attachment for a favorite milk-white Arabian horse : this 
too is brought on board, and then the sliip seta sail. She is 
no sooner out of sight of land, than tho crew, at a signal from 
Lee, stab tlio lady's HervBiits in their al«ep. They then, with 
a deaillitT puqioen, break into hor cabin: — 
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A crash ! They force the door ; and then 

One long, long, shrill, and piercing scream 
Comes thrilling bove the growl of men ! 
T is hers ! O God, redeem 
From worse than death thy suffering, helpless child ! 
That dreadful shriek again, — sharp, sharp and wild ! 

It ceased : with sj>eed o* th' lightning's flash 
A loose-robed form, with streaming hair, 
Shoots by ; a leap, — a quick, short splash I 
*T is gone ! and nothing there ! 
The waves have swept away the bubbling tide, — 
Bright-crested waves, how calmly on they ride ! 

With a bruUil jest on his lips, Lee then orders the horse to bo 
thrown alive into the sea ; the men obey. 

Such sound to mortal ear ne'er came 
As rang far o'er the waters wide ; 
It shook with fear the stoutest frame, — 
The horse is on the tide ! 
As the waves leave, or lift him up, his cry 
Comes lower now, and now is near tmd high. 

The ill-fixted lady's gold is then divided ; but a quarrel spring- 
ing u]> over it, Lee stabs one of his men to the heart. When 
the sliip is near tlie land, sh(; is abandoniMl and set on fire. Leo 
with his cut-throats gains th(^ shores of Ulock Island. They 
drown remorse in drink, and sihnico suspicion by scattering their 
ill-gotten gold right and left. At Icni^'th the night of their hor- 
rid anniversiiry oonies round. Tin* buccanec^rs are celebrating 
it by a carousal, when a sudden ghuv. lighting up the sea, brings 
the orgy to a pause. 

Not bigger than a star it suruis ; 

Ami now 't is like tin- bloody nn)on ; 
Ami now it shoots in hairy streams I 
It nn)vus ! — 't will n-ach us soon I 
A ship! and all on tire ! — liull, yard, and mast! 
ITer sails are slieets of llanie ! — sin- 's nearin*' fast ' 
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And what comes up above the wave 

So ghost); wlijte I A dpL'ctial bcud t 
A horse's head I {Kay Heaven save 
Those lixikin); ou the dead, — 
The wakiug dead I) There on the sen hi! stands, — 
The Spectre Horae I He movea I He gains the sands ! 

The spectre horse t^llu]>s litu the wiuj up to the door-stoiie, 
and stands with inn burning eyes fiiced on Lee. A powec hu 
cannot resist coupek Llie villain to uiouut tlio dreadful steed, 




which instnntly ilasl^os oil' with his ri<lpr to tho highest cliff of 
tlio island, fVom which Lee sees not oidy the ship on fire, but 
bfhnULa in tlie depths it ISjiilits the bodies of those whom be bod 
flinin. At divwn the Bpectre Ynniahi-s, laiving him rontoil to tho 
spot. Lee's rlrmm has begun ; thenceforth he is Accursiid. All 
shun bill), all turn tram him with fear and Ioathin<; ; for all 
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haye seen the spectre ship. Weaij of life, yet ftfinid to die, 
the outcast wanders ahout the shores of the island, — a broken, 
hopeless wreck of his fonner self 

They ask him why he wanders so, 

From day to day, the uneven strand. 
** I wish — I wish that I might go 1 
But I would go by land 1 
And there *8 no way that I can find ; I Ve tried 
All day and night I '' He seaward looked and sighed. 

At last the fatal summons comes. The fireship again bears 
down upon the island. Again the unearthly messenger, the 
spectre horse, strides over the waves. The pirate pleads for 
mercy ; but his hour is come.' 

He 'b on the beach, but stops not there ; 

He 'b on the sea, — that dreadful horse 1 
Lee flings and writhes in wild despair. 
In vain I The Spirit Corse 
Holds him by fearful spell ; he cannot leap : 
Within that horrid light he rides the deep. 

It lights the sea around their track, — 

The curling comb and steel-dark wave ; 
And there sits Lee the Spectre's back, — 
Gone ! gone ! and none to save ! 
They 're seen no more ; the night has shut them in ! 
May Heaven have pity on thee, man of sin I 
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J. G. WaiTTIER, 

Old wives spinning their webs of tow. 
Or locking weinlly to and fro 
In and out of the peat's dull glow. 

And old men mending their nets of twine, 
Talk leather of dream and sign, 
Talk of the lost ship " Palatine," — 

The ship that, a hundred yean before, 
Freighted deep with its goodly store. 
In the gales of the equinox went ashore. 

Down swooped the wreckers, like bitds of prey 
Tearing the heart of the ship away, 
And the dead had nerer a word to say. 

And then, with ghastly ehimnier and abiue 
Over the roeks and the seething brine, 
They burned the wrack of the " Palatine." 

In their cniel iiearts, as they homeward sped, 
" The sea and the rocks are dumb," they said : 
" There 'II be no reckoning with the dead." 

But the year went round, and when once more 
Along their foam-white curve* of shore 
They heaid the line-storm rave and roar, . 

Behold I again, with shimmer and shine. 
Over the rocks and the seething hrine, 
The flaming wrack of the " Palatine ! " 

So, haply in fitter wonls than these, 
Mending their nets on their patient knees, 
They tell the legend of Manisees. 
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THE LAST OF THE WAMPANOAOa 

THE beantifhl wninenw of Mount Hopa was tha ancieiit amt 
of Philip, the great Mchem of tha Wampuungs. When 
hia nrenea had left him only a handAiI of followen ^ilip tOtA 
the lublima naolution of returning to hia tnonntus home and 
dfing like a chief of royal blood, with hia anna in his *»■"■*- 
Mount Hope was qnickljr anmiunded bjr hia enamiaa ; uid here 
the dreaded warrior fell, shot through the beatt hj a i 
of hie own race. 

When here King Philip rtood, 

Or rented in the niche we coll hi* thtose. 
He looked o'er hill and Tale and nrelling flood. 

Which once were all hia own. 
Before the white nuui'a footstep, di^ hj di^, 

Ab the wa-tidea encroach upon the aand. 
He snw his jiniiul pospctigions melt awaj. 
And Touixl liiiiiiicif a king without a land, 
Constmine*) by unknown l&wa, 
Judged guilty without caUR^ 
Mnildoiicd by treocheiy, 
Whal wonder that hi* tortured epirit ton 
And turned upon hia foea, 
And t4)ld his wrongs in words that still we eee 
Recorded on the page of history. 
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TIJE PHAKTOM SHIP. 



T1II8 lunrvel comee to us in a lottor written al New Haven, 
wInjTo it happened, to Cotton Mather, uiut jiriiited in hia 
" Miigiiulia Chrieti." As Wagner lias i-unfirmcil lu our own age 
tiic iuiiuortnlity of tliH Flying Dutchman, so hava Mather auil 
Loiigfpllow Jecreeil tlint n! this wonilroUB sea-legend. There 
is uo power in science to eradicate either of them. One wauld 
not havo his illuHJuna mdely dlepellud tiy giiing behind the 
sconce while " Uer fliegendo IIulliiiidL'r " is being peiforuied ; 
and he does not luk if unrlur such i>r HUch atmospheric coudi- 
tions a mirage may not have deceived llie guod peiiple of Now 
Haven iu the ycnr a. i>. 1617. 

In tliat year a lEhodc-Island-hiiilt ship of about one h\indred 
and fifty tons' burden, oarryinj: a valuable cargo, besides " n far 
more rich treasure of iMissengere," put to een fruiu New Haven. 
Among those who sailed in hor were fivo or six of the moot emi- 
nent iwmons iu that colony. The ship was new, but so " walty," 
tlwt liiimburton, her master, often said that she would prove tho 
gmve of passengers and crew. It was in the heart of winter; 
the harbor was frozen over, and a way was cut througli the ice, 
through which the ship slowly paasud on hor voyage, while thfl 
I Kevcrend Mr. Davenport, h«aidt» miuiy utliur ftienJs who wit- 
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nesoeil her <)epartur«, sccompanied her with their pnjers and 
tears until slie was lost to view. 

Ad ill-ouienciJ gloom overspread the scene, to which tlie prayer 
of the pastor li^nt an cmphaais of its own. They who were de- 
parting heanl tliest: solemn words of invocation, wafted. like a 
prayer for tlio dead to Uieir ears : " Lord, if it be thy pleasure 
to bury these our friends in the iKittom of the sea, take them ; 
they are thine : save them ! " 

When, in the following spring, the ships srriTing from Eng- 
land brought no tidings either of ship or company, " New 
Haven's heart began to fail her." This, says the nartative, 
" put the goclly ]H«'|ile u|)on much prayer, both public and pri- 
vuto, tliat the Liird would — if it waa liia pleasure — lot them 
hear what he IimI done with their dear friends, and prepare 
them with a suitable submission to his holy will." 

One afternuon iu June a great thunderstorm arose out of the 
northwest. After it luul siM;nt itself, — after this grand overture 
had ceased, — the blook clouds rulle<l away in the distance, and 
the skies ^»iii bi'came serene and bright All at onoe, about 
an hour bofuro sunsi-t, tlio jH-oplc saw a largff ship, with all her 
sails spread and her colors tlying, coming' gallantly up from the 
harbor's mouth. Hut sucli a ship oa that had never before btten 
seen ; for ni it witli statu! iiig the wind was blowing dead against 
her from the lan<l, she niovtHl stejidily on against it as if her 
sills wen! fillctl with a fn-sli and favorable gale. The people 
looked on in wonder ami iu awe. Tlio strange vessel seemed 
floating iu air ; there was no ripple at her bow, nor on her deck 
any of the bustle denoting preparation to anchor. All thoee 
who had iissemblcd to witness the strange sight gazed in stii- 
pefattioii. The children dspjHsl their hands and cried out, 
"There's a bravo ship 1" while iip the harbor she sailed, stem- 
ming wind ami tide, and every moment looming larger and 
more distinct. 

At length, crowding up as far as there is depth of water suffi- 
cient for such a vessel, — in fact so near to the spectators that the 
figure of a man standing on her poop, with a naked swonl, which 
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he pointei) seaward, was 
aiatinttly ecen,— sud- 
dunly uuil iioiBelessly, oh 
il' struck by ft sqitftll, her 
main-top gebiucd blown 
.wrny, and, ftJIuig in a 
wnwk, Lung oiitnngled in 
tlie shrouds : then her 
inizzen-top, uid then all 
her masts, s[iare, aiid 
Buils blew away from her 
ilriiks, and vauiabed like 
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thisUedowiii leaving only a diBmantled hulk floating in the quiet 
haven. As if yielding now to an invisible but reeistleaB force, 
this too began to careen dangerously more and more, untQ it 
went down before the eyes of the beholden in a mist-like doud, 
which after a little time melted away, leaving the space lately 
occupied by the Phantom Ship, as everywhere else, dear and 
unobstructed. 

The wonder-struck lookers-on, while this weird counterfeit of 
a wreck at sea was enacting before their eyes, could so &r distin- 
guish the peculiar form and rigging of tiie Spectre Ship as to 
be able to say that " This was the very mould of our ship, and 
thus was her tragic end." The learned and devout Mr. Daven- 
port also declared publicly, "That Grod had condescended, for 
the quieting of their afflicted spirits, this extraordinary account 
of his sovereign disposal of those for whom so many fervent 
prayers were made continually." 

Mr. Bryant, writing to the poet Dana in 1824, says that 
he had formed the idea of constructing a narrative poem on 
this subject; but upon finding that the legend had already 
been made use of by Irving, he abandoned the purpose, which 
Longfellow subsequently carried out, with dramatic effect, as 
follows ; — 

A ship sailed from New Haven ; 

And the keen and frosty aire, 
That filled her sails at parting, 

Were hea\'y T^ith good men*8 prayers. 

* • * « • 

But Master Lamberton muttered. 
And under his breath said he, 
" This ship is so crank and walty, 
I fear our grave she will be ! " 

. • * . 

And at last their prayere were answered : — 

It was in the month of June, 
An hour Iwfore the sunset 

Of a windy afternoon, 




THE CHARTEB OAK. 

When, steadily steering landward, 

A ship was neen below, 
And they knew it was Lamberton, Master, 

Who sailed ea lun^' ago. 

On she came, with a cloud of canvas, 
Ri(<ht against tint wind that blew, 

Until the eye could diatinguisli 
The faces of the crew. 

Then fell her stiuining to]miasts, 
Hanging tangled in the shniuda, 

And her sails were looseneil and lifted. 
And blown awuy like cluiids. 

And the masts, with all their rigging, 

Fell slowly, one by one, 
And the hulk dilated and vanished. 

Ad a Nca-inist in the sun ! 

And the people who saw this marvel 

Eucli said unto liis friend, 
That this was the nioul.l of their vesHcl, 

And thus her tragic end. 



THE CHARTER OAK. 

WEKB an American schoolboy to be asked to name the 
most celebrated tree of history, he would undoubted); 
mention tlm Charter Oak. Other trees are locally famous ; but 
this tree may be said to have a national reputation. 

It is now not qnito thirty yeara since the sturdy oak itself 
wGut down before one of those terrific storms that it hod for 
centuries refused to budge an inch to; but so firmly bad it 
become rootc<l in the event of history which first drew oon- 
spicuoua attentii'ii to it, that this will be as soon foi^otten an the 
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ORk will Notliiiit{ UliutntM Uko thu th« itniigth of old aMod- 
■tioiu, or mora cImtIj expn«M that demand of the hnmui mind 
for eometbing that luay establuh a felalioii with the inTudbb 
through the viaiblc Tlie Charter. Oak it no mme. Yet it U 
■till the tree tliat commemontea to moat mioda the |»«aerT«tioii 
of the Colonial Charter, more dirtinctly thu the event itaalf does 
the tree ; for it is undoubtedlj true that when we cait our eyes 
over the field of hiatorjr we inatinctively seek oat thoae objecfai 
that riae above the common level, like ateepln above e city. 
One oeea there thii Charter Oak ; the chapfer of liiatoiy then 
awiftly unfolds iteelf 

The (all of this mighty monarch of the ancient foreete mv 
cnrred in the year l^ftfi. It was anoaniiceU throagboot tbe 
Union as a public calamity ; and in Hartford, when the Chuter 
Oak hail almuet become an object of veneration, the intelligenea 
oeeted a feeling of loss to the glory of the dty which nothing 
in the way of monumente coulil make good. Tbe snudleet 
pieces of tbe tree were eagerly secured by reUc-hunten, and 
they an still carefully tteaiiuretl up, in order to perpetDote, in the 
thousand forma into which n piece of wood may be turned, the 
memory of thf brovp old oak froiu which Hartford derived its 
familiar sobriiiHet of the Charter-Oiik City, of which ber citixena 
ace justly proud. 

Tbe Charter Oak stood un tlit- slope of Wyllys's Hill, in the 
city of Hartford ; and it bad stood on the same apot for cen- 
turies. Xo man knew itit cxacrt ago ; but there is little doubt 
that it was tin object of voiienttion to the Indians long before 
the discovery of Amoricn by Cobimbiid. Tradition says thnt 
when the wbiti- p<ii])li> b<>gnn t^ build here at Hartford, Mr. 
Samuel Wyllys, wbu was oni^ »f tlicfw^ pioneers, was busy clear- 
ing tlie forest away around Ins bonieRteail. and he bad marked 
thin tr(>e for []i>struc-tion with the n^st : but the savages who 
dwelt in th<^ ueigbborboo<.l so enmestly bcgguil that it might be 
siuircd, because its first putting forth its leaves bad been a sign 
to them from immemorial time uhen to plant thoir com, that at 
their request tbe oak was lofl standing. 
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Some idea of the great age of this historic tree iimj, however, 
be formed by cetiBidering ita dimcnsioua. Thirty odd yeara 
before it fell to the ground, a wreck, it meaaiired thirty-«x feet 
in circuiul'erence Ht the buae, Tho fiuiioua hidiug-]itat!c in its 
trunk had then nearly closed up, althoiigli the old people could 
remember when it would easily admit a child into the hollow 
cavity of the tree. The same generation believed this to be a 
sign that it hod ftdfillod its missitm. When Mr. Loseiiig visited 




it in 1848 he found the trunk then having i> girth of twonty- 
five feet around it at one foot from the ground ; nud the opening 
»t the bottom wan then u narrow creviw oidy largi- enough for a 
person's hand to go in. 

This ouk appeared to have lost its upper trunk daring somu 
buttle with lightning or gule, so that inntiy otliHrs of its species 
of ninrri recent growth suqKissvd it in height ; but the accident 
hod also enoonously strengthened the lower trunk, and cxtcndnrl 
the spread and thickness of the limbs, wiiidi continued to flaunl 
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d/aBtnet in tha ftn of the flt«MBto tlMt wan aunlj Jeiliuy- 
ing th«a pieeemeaL In tim« Um tns had leeovand itc oU 
qjmmetiT of fonn, while iU folii^ wee atiU remarkably rich 
nnd ezubennt. Year by year it became more and moiw doaaly 
Unpriaoned within the walk of the growing citj, ontil it rtoorj 
a eolitaijr, though not unngarded, anrriTor of ile noe and 
time. 

There ia another relio intimately aiiooiated with tha Charter 
Oak for which the people of Connecticnt haTo a great reganL 
Han^ng np in the office of the Secretary of Stete^ in the State 
Capitol, in a frame made of the Charter Oik, ie the venerable 
original charter of the Colony, bearing not only the autograph, 
but the portrait of King CWIea II. It ia the genoine world- 
nnowned documunt whose mysterioiu diaappearacoe one even- 
ing, about two ccnturiea ago, caused such a hubbnb to be raiaed 
tiiroughout the Colonies ; and it ia, therefore, of all the hia- 
torical treamircs of the State the most valued. 

Tha atory of how the Colonial charter woe saved from tha 
fllotcbes of Sir Edmund Andras is a stirring episode of thoae atii^ 
ring times, when Tyranny, boldly unmasking, began openly to 
threaten New EugUiul with tlie loss of all her time-honoreil fnw' 
chisce. In contempt of their cliartoruil ri^'lit^ I^ing James II. 
hod apimtutod Sir Kilmund governor over all the New-England 
Colonies. Noitlicr the wishes, the interests, nor the happiness 
of tho iwople were to bo for .1 moment considered. It vras to 
bo a rule of iron, and a man of iron was chosen for it. Tha 
lirst step was to seize and declare void the old charteiB. Mas- 
sachusetts hod already been iliajiossessed of hers ; everything 
there was in confusion. It was now the turn of the other 
colonies. With this objwt Sir Eilmuud despatched to the Con- 
necticut authorities an unlnr demanding in ptxxl eot terms the 
surrender of their charter ; fur even tho arbitrary James would 
have it appear that h<i jNtid some respect to the majesty of the 
law by oliserving it-i foriiis ; and tli<; clmrter, ))ciiig a royal grant 
of power, coulil not be ignoKHl. Ttio people of Connecticut con- 
sidered this an act of usurpation, and their representativea natu- 
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rally hesitated. But the chart«r not bcin;; forthcoming on Jiis 
demand, Sir Eilmund determined to lot thu good p<!oplu of Con- 
necticut know Willi whom they had to deid. lie was a man of 
action; and ho quickly put himsrJrnt the head of iua goldiers, 
and went to fvU^h tlio inatruineol at thi^ jxiiut of tlie swon], 
Nover Ueforu liiid a body of royid troops trodden the soil of 
the Land of Stuuly HahiU. Now, tlicir emtnd wns to sow 
the seeds of rebellion and dish'yalty. The Governor, numJng 
his wrath all the way, arrived at Hartforil in no gentle fnune 
of mind 1 and going at once tu the Houbu where tim Colonial 
Assembly wna Hitting, Iio strode into the chamber and impcri- 
ouuly demanded, in tlto King's nanio, the immediate doUvery to 
him of tho charter, at the ttame time doclating the old goveru- 
mniit to bt) dissolved and its priK-euiliugit unlawful. Tliii repn>- 
siTtitatJvng of tho piMiplc saw tiic stnirtnro that their fathers had 
raised falling in ruins anmnd them. There stood the dictator. 
Open resistance would he treason. But certain of tho member» 
had riisolvcd that ho shotdd never liave tho charter, cost what it 
might. Wishing to gain time, tliu Aesembly fell into debate 
over the matter, while the King's viceroy haughtily awaited ita 
determination without living tho chambt^r. Thu iionutenanccs 
of all present were anxious and pro-occupied. Tho debate grew 
warm, and Sir Eilmund impatiunt. It hwame so dark that 
oaiidlM went hglitwl. The charter was then brought ui and 
hiid npiin the table in ftill viuw of every one presimt. A hush 
fell upon the Assembly, overy man of wliom knew that the crisis 
had been reached. Ity this titno the house was surrounded by 
the populace, in whom tho feeling of rBsistauue only wanted a 
Hpiirk to set it in a flame. But a bettrr way liad been found. 
All at oDce the lighla in the ehumbor wore extinguished ', and 
when tliey wen officiously mlightod, the precious instrument 
was gone 1 Thn faces of that body of moo when this &ct 
dawned npon them must have been a study. 

The tradition is — for of coumi no official mcord could b« 
made of siii-h an art nf tn«s>>n — that when tho candles wero 
put out, the Iki); containing the royal patent was snalvhed from 
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the taUe, hurried out of the chamher, and thratt into the 
hollow of the tree that has ever since borne the name of tlie 
Charter Oak. This daring act was performed by Captain Jere- 
miah Wadswortli ; and it subsequently saved Connecticut trom 
having imposed upon her the same humiliating tenns that 
were granteil luider favor of King William to the old llotber- 
Colony. 

But notwithstanding his main purpose had thus been 
thwarted. Sir Edmund took upon him on the ^pot the reins 
of government, by a formal declaration which is entered upon 
the record, closing with the ominous word "finis.** So the 
people of Connecticut had after all to submit, until the Revo- 
lution in England tumbled King James's rotten throne about 
his ears, and in its turn wrote "finis" at the end of his 
fiital dynasty in characters laigo enough to convey their warn- 
ing to his successorR, — "Resistance to tyranny is obedience 
to God." 



THE CHARTER OAK AT HARTFORD. 

I-u H. 8IG0UKNEY. 

Once there came, in days of yort% 

A minion from the inutber shore, 

With men-at-arms and flitHliing eye 

Of i>re(letermine<l tyninny. 

High words he spake, and stretched \m hand, 

Yonng Freedom'n charter to demand. 

But lo ! it vanished fnmi his right, 
And sudden darkness fell like night, 
While, baffled still, In wrath and pain, 
He, groping, sought the prize in vain ; 
For a brave hand, in trust to me, 
Had given that germ of lilxjrty ; 
And like our relative of old 
Who clasped his arms, serenely hold. 




THE PLACE OF N01SB8. 

Around the endangered princ« who Het 
The Bcaffold where his foUior blcU, 
I hid it, mk from Rtonn and blo^t. 
Until the days of druail were )>tist ; 
And tbeii my liiithfiil breu»t n^stored 
The Ireiisure to its rightful lonl. 

Fur this do (lilgrims vtxk my side, 
And urtistH sketch luy varying pride ; 
And for uway o'er ocean's brine, 
An acorn or a leai' of mine, 
I hear, are storeil iw relics rich 
Id antiquarian's rlaasic nivlic 



THE PLACE OF NOISES. 

WE take tlio foll<>wjii<; weinl title partly from the liiatoHan 
Trumbull, and jmrtly from the poet llmiuar<l. History 
and romanee arc tliua miiiuibly blended, — encb elucidating 
acconliug to its own spirit the singular ) diem mien on which 
Bu long disturbed the good i>coplo of Eaat Hnildam. 

"The Indian name of the town wa« Machemoodus, which in 
Eut'lish is tht place of noiixt, — a name given witli tliK utmost pro- 
priety to the i>lace. The accounts given of the noises and quakiiigs 
there me very remarkable. Were it not that the people arc accus- 
tomed to them, they would tension great alarm. The Reverend Mr. 
llosmer, in a letter to Mr. Prince, of Boston, written August 13lh, 
1729, gives this accouirt of them : ' As lo the earthquakes, 1 have 
something conitidereble and awful tn tell vou. Earthc|uakc9 have 
hixu here {and nowlicre but in this precinct, m ean bu discerned, — 
that is, they seem to have their centre, rise, and origin among us), 
u.' ha* been olnxirveil fur more than thirty years. I have been in- 
fc>rnie<l that in ihiii place, before the English settlements, there were 
great number), of Indian itdiabitants, and that it won a place of ex- 
traotdinary Indiim pawamt, — or, in sliort, that it was a place where 
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the Indians drove a prodigious trade at worshipping the devil. Also 
I was informed that, many yean* pai*t, an old Indian was asked 
what wius the reason of the noises in this place. To which he re- 
plied, that the Indian's God wjis very angry because Englishmen's 
God was come here. Now whether there Ik* anything diabolical in 
these things, I know not ; but this I know, that God Almighty is 
to be seen an<l trembled at in what has been often heard among us. 
Whether it be fire or air distnisseil in the subtt^rraneous caverns of 
the earth, cannot be known, — for there is no eruption, no explosion 
j>erceptiblo, — but by sounds and tremors, which sometimes are very 
fearful and dreadful. I have myself heanl eight or ten sounds suc- 
cessively, and imitating small arms, in the sjiace of five minutes. 
I have, I supi)ose, heanl several liundreils of them i^nthin twenty 
years ; some more, some less terrible. Sometimes we have heard 
them aluK^st every day ; and great numlx*rs of them in the space of 
a yeuT. Oftentimes I have obsers'ed them to be coming down from 
the north, imitating slow thunder; until the sound came near or right 
under, and then there seemed to \\e a breaking like the noise of a 
amnon-shot or severe thunder, which shakes the houses and all that 
is in them. They have in a manner ceased since the great earth- 
quake. As I remember, there have l>ceu but two heard since that 
time, and those but nuxlerate.'" 

The ])Ot'tic version of tlic >t<)rv is introduced by the following 
an'ouiit ill pio.sc, for the truth of wliich the poet vouches. Wo 
will only add to it tlie statement that the carbuncle was highly 
prized l»y our ancestors for its supposed power to protect the 
wean-r from tlie dan^'er of inf('(;tion ; ])ut it was only to be found 
in inaccessible placivs, like tlie bowcds of the earth or unviolated 
mountain ])eaks. 

'* A traveller who accidentally passed tlirou<:h East Haddam 
made several imiuirics as to the M(>i'(/n.< imisoi that are peculiar to 
that part of the country. Many ]>aiticulars were related to him of 
their severity and eflects. and of the means that had been taken to 
asc't-rtain their cause and ])revent their recurrence. He was told 
that the sini]tle and terrified inhabitants, in the early settlement of 
the town, a])])lied to a book-learned and erudite man from England, 
by the name of Doctor Steele, who undertook by magic to allay 
their terrors ; and for this purpose t<H)k the sole charge of a black- 



■yv 



HATCHIT HOODDS. 



429 



sniith'fl aho]), iu which he worked bj night, nnd from which he ex- 
cluded all oiliuigsinii, tightly stopping and liurkeiiing tiie jiluce, to pre- 
vent any liryiiig uuriostty truiu iiitetfering with his occult "jicrtitinns. 
]Ie, however, so fur exjjkined the caiihc of xbcim noises ai< tu siiy that 
tbey were owing to a cutbuticle which iiiiiHt have grown tu a ^reut 
Bine ill the bowels of the rocks, and that if it could be reniovcil, the 
noises vould cease until another shouhl grow in its place. The nuiiies 
ceased; the dottordciHirted,aiiil haN never been heard of since. It was 
Bujiposed that he took the carbuncle with hiut. Thus fur was utithen- 
tic. A little girl who had anxiously noticed the course of the travel- 
let's iniiuiries simg for his further eilificotiou the following iNilIod." 



MATCHIT M00DU8. 

J. O. IIRAINAIIU. 

See you upon thl^ lunely moor 

A I'nuy building rijie t 
No haud tlurcs venture to open the door ; 
No fiHitHtep treads its dangerous floor ; 

No eye in its secrets pries. 

Now why is each crevice stojiped so tight I 

Say why the boltwl door I 
Why gliuimers at niiilnight the forge's light I 
All (lay is the anvil at rest ; but at night 

The flames of the funiace rour. 
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That the midnight anvil rings 1 
Ib it to mould the plougbsbaie'e steel. 
Or is it to guard the wagon'H wheel, 

That the smith's sledge-hammer swings 1 

The iron is bent, and the crucible stands 

With alchemy boiling up ; 
Its contents were mixed by unknown ha^d^ 
And no mortal fire e'er kindled the brands 

That heated that cornered cup. 
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O'er Moodiu River a light his gknoedy 

On MoodoB Hills it shone ; 
On the granite rocks the rays have daneedt 
And upward those creeping lights advanced. 

Till they met on the highest sbme. 

Oh, that h the very wizard place, 

And now is the wizard hour. 
By the light that was conjured up to UaoCt 
Ere the star that falls can run its race^ 

The seat of the earthquake's power. 

By that unearthly light I see 

A figure strange alone ; 
With magic circlet on his knee, 
And decked with Satan's symbols, he 

Seeks for the hidden stone. 

Now upward goes that gray old man. 

With mattock, 1>ar, and spade : 
The summit is gained, and the toil begun. 
And deep by the rock where the wild lights run. 

The magic trench is made. 

Loud and yet louder was the groan 

That Hounded wide and far ; 
And deep and hollow was the moan 
That rolled around the betlded stone 

Where the workman plied his bar. 

Then uj)wartl streamed the brilliant's light, — 
It streamed o'er cnig and stone ; 

Dim looked the stai-s and the moon that night ; 

But when morning came in her glory bright, 
The man and the jewel were gone. 

But wo to the bark in which he flew 

From Moodus* rocky shore ; 
Wo to the captain, and wo to the crew 
That ever the breath of life they drew 

When that dreadful freight they bore. 



THE SPANISH GALLEON. 

The cnrbuuiilc lies in the deep, deep xen, 

Beoeotb the mighty wave ; 
But the light Mnea upward 90 g1nriou«ly 
That the wiilor looks pale, anil furguts bi« glee, 

WLfii ho I'rofisj's ilic wizard's gniTe. 
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" TT is a fact," writes tho |Kfot Itniiniinl, '■ tlmt two uivn from 
-L Venuuut are now (July 1 1th, 1827) working bj- the side 
(if one of tliB wharves in New Loniluti, for buried money, by tho 
advice and recommeudation of au old woman of tlinl Hlate, wlio 
aMur«<d them ihut aha ooulU Uittinctly see a box of doUurs packed 
edgewisu. The locality wa* [Hijiili-'d out to mi invli ; and her 
only way of diacovoring thn Imiisnt* wus by looking through a 
alone, ~ which lu ordinary optica was lianlly tmnsluL-ent. For 
the story of the 8|iauiaU gaUeon thut left io much bullion in 
and about New London, aev TrumbiiU's ' History of Connecti- 
cut ; ' uu<l for Ridd, iiii[uin' of the oldtist lady you can find." 

Tile story relule<l by Trninbiill in this : — 

" About this time [17.^3] nn unhappy ovont took plow, dia- 
honorable to tho Colony, ii^nrioiis to foreigners, and which occn- 
BJoned a gmat and gimciul nncasineas, and many unlVioudly 
suspicions and imputations with rnspcfrt to aonio of the prin(.-i 
pal chamcters in the Colony. A S|)anish ship, coining into thn 
j>ort of New London in dlatreas, inn upon a rwf of rocks, and 
so damaged thn vi:m)[ llial it wus uwessory Ui unkde her and 
put hrr froiglit into stoma at Now London. The cargo was 
delivered into the custody of Jospph Hill, Esq^ collector of tho 
port of Nuw lyihdon. The supercargo wa« Don Joseph Miguel 
<le St. Juan. That ho uii^ht sail with his cargo early in the 
spring, he obtained a ship of about two hundred tons, and wiis 
reAfty to sitil in April. But when he hail shipped part of hi? 
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DUTgo, oDier ]iarts of it were witliholden from him or lust, sq<1 
could uot by any lui-aiia of hU be pecovereil As he coul.l obtain 
no rehef, uuJ was iletermiued uot to sni! without the tecOT- 
eiy of his cargo or eonte indemnificatiob for the Ii)sa of it, he 
waited uutil October, and then [ireferrwl a nicmoriiil to the 
Assembly, representing hia urrival iii ihii snow ' St. Joaeph aod 


1 










OLD WAREBOCSES, HBW tOHDOH. 

St, Helena' from Havana, bound to Cadiz, at the port of New- 
London ; and that ha hud stored hia cargo there, in the custodj 
of JoHeph Hill, Esq., the collector ; and that when he had pio- 
. cured u vessel in April, and required his cargo, that it might be 
reahipped, a considerable part of it lia-l been witliholden, lost, 
and embeKzled ; and praying for relief, or that he mij^ht reland 
that part of hia cargo which remained, and secure it at their ex- i 
pensc ; and also that his men might be discharged. | 


i 
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" The Assembly, nftor liearinij and deliberating dq the metuu- 
rial, iwsolved, Tbut whatever loases be had austained, it was 
either by uieaDa to theiu unknowu, or which they were by no 
means able to prevent. ... It was declared, That the requests 
of the petitioner were imreasonnble, and therefore could uot be 




UCCIEKT HILL. NKW LOHDOX, 



granted ; hut that oa protection ami ussiataneu wore duo to a 
foreigner coat among thorn, the Aaaembly did advise the Gover- 
nor to gmnt all duo protertiou and roHef to the said Don Miguel, 
Bccordinft to the Inws of trwle, nature, nnd niitions. The Gov- 
ernor vras also desired and empowered, in case the said Joseph 
Miguel should deeire it, to direct a full search after any part 
of bis cargo whicli might lure been embeKzled or lost, and to 
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tako &U such rusonable measurea tbeiein u ahoald be z 
to du justice in said case. 

" Bufore tlie uiL-eting of the &eeiiWD in April, it wiu ganeislly 
known tliat tliu Spaniards bod been robbed, or at least that 
an iiuiH>rtant ]>aTt of a rich and very valuable cargo had been 
HU>k-ii, (.■lubczzlud, or by some meana lost or kept bock from the 
iiwncre; and it occasioned a great ferment throogh the Colony. 
It was iuiaginiH) that it might involve the Colooy in great diffi- 
(unities; that it mi(;bt bo obliged to indemnify the owners, and 
that it would bring a heavy debt upon it ; or that it might effect 
a niptuni, and hontihties between the two nations. Others were 
movfxl witli a sense of honor, symjiathy, and joatice. They 
wore adlmiutHl and grieved that, when foreigners in distress had 
cast tlieniisi^lvcs Upon not only a civilized, but Christian people, 
they luul been plumlcivd as though they had fallen among hea- 
thens, thiovcH, and rubbers. All the feelings of covetousness, 
honor, BymiMitliy, anil justice, were touched. Great blame was 
iniputeil to some of the principal characters in the Colony, espe- 
riidly to <.>r<veriior Wolcott. It was im^ned by many that be 
liinl not taken such can- and adopted such measures to secure 
the prr)|ir'rty of tlii-si' foreigners, ami to save them harraloss, as 
hi! oujilit t.i li;ive done. Wliethcr there was any just founda- 
tion for faulting' hiiu or not, it so disatfected the freemen tliat, 
niitwilliMtiimling liis funner populnrity, lie lost their suffrages, 
and Thonina Filch. K^i, was chosen governor in his place. 
Mr. Hill did not escape a share of blame, among others. How 
Bucli a qiiuTitity of stores of various kinds should be lost or 
enibeMli!d withont his knuwleilRp or privity, and that no thop- 
ouf;h seanOi should be made for them in so many months, is 
vi^ry unaccountable. l!ut wlierc the fault lay, or what became 
of tlie lost pio.ls, never r-;uiie in public view. Nor docs it ap- 
pear tliat the Culony was ever put to any extraordinary expense 
or trouble on that aei'ount. The war was now ct>mracncmg, 
and private eoneenis were ne^'leeled and foi^"Jtten, while national 
inlere#(s of ^trjiler niomeiit and more general concern engrossed 
the public tiiind both in Europe and America." 



l'. ■ !. 



Vi 



THE MOSEY-UIOGEKa 



THE MONEY-DIGGERS. 

J. G. ORAIN&RD. 

Thc« aaich the Book : " Peniiil no witch lo live ! '' 
Ecncc MnsBuchtiM^tts hatfa expelled the race ; 
Connecticut, where nwap and diclcer thrive, 
Alloweil not to their Toot a resting-place. 
With inoTt! of hardihood and less of grace, 
Vermont receives the aiflters gray and lean, 
Allowa each witch her aity brooniBtick race, 
O'er uiiyhly rock* and mountains dark with gr«eu, 
Where leupeeta wake their voice, and torrentj I'oar between. 

And one thi:re was anions that wicked crew 
Tu whom the enemy a pebble gave, 
Through which, at long-off distance, she might view 
All treasures at the Tathomable wave ; 
And where tlic ThauiM' bright billowa gently lave 
The grnfB-grown piles that flunk the ruined wharf, 
She sfJit them fortli, those Ivea adventurers brave. 
Where greasy cili/eua their bevpmge nuuff, 
Jeering at ent^^risa, aye ready with a laugh. 

They Clime, tfao«e titmight-hairiH], honest-meaning men, 
Nor ijueslion a»ked they, nor reply did make, 
Albvil their locks were liftnl like as when 
Toiing Hamlet mw hh father ; nnil the shake 
Of knocking knuee, ami jaws thnt soemed to break, 
Told a wild tale of undertaking bold, 
While HA the oyBlcr-tongs the chid* did take. 
Dim grew thn night, and evciy blood-<lrop cold, 
Aa knight* in warce ivmant anng by the bonis of old. 

For not in daylight wem their riles performed ; 
When nightcappe<l hiad« wtre on llii'ir pillow laid. 
Bleep-freed from biting care, by ihcmghl uuhitrnicd, 
If word was spoke or ptayer wua wid, — 



T VM thai tlM mattoek and tbe btuj q«d«^ 
^M piun|i^ the bucket, and Um wiiiJleM im*^ 
In boej dknee plied the mjetic ttade. 
While Beulndoo, beckoned on bjr Hope, 
Did nraat and agoniaa the eoo^U-fw cbMt to ape. 

Beneath the wan the iron ehMt la hot, 
Deep giowb are heaid, and raddHiiiQ eyaa ■!• aaan ; 
Tet of the black dog ihe had laU them not, 
Nor of the gray wild geeie with eyea of gnen. 
That Kieamed and jelled and hovered eloae Iwl wimn 
The bnried gold and the r^Mdoaa hand. 
Here ehoulJ ifae be, tfaongfa mountain* interrecke^ 
To scatter, with her crooked witcbJiaiel wand, 
Tiu wave-bom apritea that keep their treaiore from tbs la^ 

She cannot, 085 not come. The rotten wharf 
Of monlderiug pUnks and natj apikei U there ; 
And he who owned a quarter or an half 
Is diwppointcd ; and the witch is, — where ? 
Vermont still harbors her. Oo, seek her then^ 
The giandam of Joe Strickland ; 6Dd her neat 
Where summer ii'iclcs luul snowballs ere, 
Where bluuk swann {MtUlIc und where petrels rest I 

a be your tnuty guide, and Bobert Kidd your gueat I 



THE NORWICH ELMS. 

L. H. SIGOUBNEY. 



I DO remember me 

Of two old Elm-Trees' shade, 
Witli moBBee eprinlcleil at their feet, 

Where my young childhood played; 
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Wbile the rocks above their bead 
Frowned out eo eteni and gray. 

And the little crystal Btieamleta 
Went leaping on their way. 

There, side by side, they lifted 

Their intertwining crown. 
And through their broad embniciug arms 

The (lueenly Muon looked down ; 
And luethought, as there 1 lingered, 

A rnuning child atone, 
She fain my secret heart would read 

From her bright silver throne. 

I do Kinenilier me 

Of alt their wealth of leaves, 
When Summer in her tadiant loom 

The burning solstice weaves ; 
And how, with firm endurance, 

They braved an adverse sky, 
Like Beliaariu8 doomed to meet 

His country's wintry eye. 

I've roamed through varied rejpons. 
Where stranger-streandels run ; 

And where the proud magnolia flaunts 
Beneath a Southern sun ; 

And where the sparse and stunted pine 
' Puts forth its sombre form, — 

A vaiual to the Arctic cloud 
And to the tyrant storm ; 

And where the pure unruffled lakes 

In plucid wavelets roll. 
Or whvre sublime Niagom shakes 

The wonder-stricken soul ; 
I 'vc seen (he temple's sculptured pile. 

The pencil's glorious art, — 
Yet still those old green trees I wore 

Depicted on my heart. 



i 



T«n flad ; 1117 lulxn vmla I nn^i^ 

When tboM tall ^barTtmm mm ; 
Bnt tnuijr ■ eolniUL of ita linit 

Iaj tnoken ia tl>e gnm. 
The ancient ud Uw wUte-hdnd BMl^ 

Whow wiidom wm iti il^, 
For tbem I aiked ; and Eebo^ raea 

Uadtt annrar, " Whm nn tiM^f 

I loiight the thrift iMtna 

Whow bo^ wheel wm heaid 
Wlien the vuly beanu of morning 

Awoke the ehirpiu); Uid : 
Strange facaa fram hw window looked, 

Strange voicea Blled her eot ; 
And 'neath the toj vine aba tnined, 

Her niemoiy ii foigot 

I left a fonthful mother, 

Her cbildren nmnd her knee : 
TheM faohea bad tiaen into men, 

And ixadl; looked on me ; 
But she, «ith all ber bloom and Rnc«, 

Did iu the churcbjard U«, 
While Btill those cbangeleei Elm* nplxae 

Their kingly canopy. 

Thoufjh we, who 'neath their lofty acieen 

Pursued our childish play, 
May abow amid our Aunny locks 

Some lurking tints of gray, 
And though the vilk|ie of onr love 

Doth many a change betide. 
Still ill) these socrctl Elm-Trees stand 

In all their strength and pride. 
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NANTUCKET LEGENDS. 



THE islands of Nantucket, Martha's Tinejard, and of the 
Elizabeth group all possese more or lees legendai; loie 
of the kind that surrouDds them with a peculiar fascination. 
One by one these islands have emerged &om the sea into the 
light of history, and have taken a place upon the map. Little 
by little and with caution were theit inhospitable coasts and 
foaming reefs explored by the early navigators, and step by step 
did Christian missionaries approach the fierce islanders who 
inhabited them in happy ignorance that any other world than 
the neighboring mainland existed. 

In the order of chronology it ia the Elizabeth Islands that 
should be the first mentioned, since it was there that the bold 
attempt to found in New England a colony of Europeans was 
made. One cannot forbear a smile at ita futility. Vaguely con- 
ceived, not half matured, and feebly executed, it was abandoned, 
as so many enterpriaes of " great pith and moment " have been, 
in the very hour that should most fully test the mettle of those 
who were conducting it ; and it is now memorable only because 
it was the first serious endeavor to naturalize Englishmen upon 
the soil. Yet although those men left only a perishable foot- 
print behind them, they did bestow enduring names upon the 
various capes and headlands that successively rose out of the 
aea to greet them. So far as is known, however, not one is a 



memento of Ifaemselvoa ; nevcrtholMs (t it ibiM natnaa tbra 
At mniloiu in fnasiiiK wlilcJi bos reiulcteiJ ths vajrage of Capta 
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wlioiD but twolve, the Apostolic number, purposed remaining id 
the couDtry as actual settlers. It would be diflii^utt to coBC^Tf 
of an empiru with its millions dating its ori)(in from this hdndi 
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ful, had they been the tbrtuimle oned to leave us the duty of 
insuribin^ their names at the head of the illustriouii roll o£ 
rounders; but their {lerNOiiality having no greater subataocc thou 
their onterprise, lliey, with tlie exception of a few whose names 
the care of Hakluyt has presorved, have all vauished. 

From Falmouth, theu, on the 25th of March. 1 602, the " Con- 
cord" put to sea. On the 14th of May. the day being Friday, 

— murk that, ye superstitious marinereZ — Gosnold had in view 
the lumpy coast of New Enghind, stmtohuig from Agamenticiia 
to Caiie Ann ; and presently, to the great wonder of all on board 

— for these English uouhl not believe that any had preceded 
them here, — tlioy fell in with a Ilusiiue ahallop, manned by eight 
lawny, black-liaired natives, who could speak a few Engli^ 
words intelligibly, and could name Pkeeutia, in Newfoundland. 
It seemed that these savngea bad commuuiLated with the French 
there. This encounter could not but cheapen Gosuold's esti- 
mate of himself OS a dificuveror in unknown seas, — for that rliU 
he was fully a century too kte. But having thus got hold of 
the land, Goanold now put his helm to starboard, and steer- 
ing southward into the Bay, and keeping giuHl watch, found 
himself brought to by the bended forearm of the groat sand- 
■pit to which he gave the name of Cape Cod. He continued 
cautiously working his way along the south uoaat, shortening 
sail at night, until he was again embayed within the chain of 
islands extending between Buzzard's Bay and the open sea,>— 
a broken, Init sldl magnificent barrier. One of these he called 
Martha's Vineyard, thinking so little of the matter tlmt ho left 
nutliing to satisfy the curiosity of another ago respecting the 
person he hail meant to honor, either in token of remembrance, 
or perhaps as a gtu^e d'amour. The knowledge, tliunifore, died 
with thii giver ; and so Martha's Vineyanl remains a monument 
with an tnciimpletc inscription which nobody is able to complete. 

Eleven days alter sighting the coast the adventuntmhinded up- 
on Cuttyhunk Island, to whicli Oosnold gave the name of Elua- 
bcth, the (jiienn, — a name tliat lias aiuce been applied to the 
whole group. Xh«y deoiiled to make this island their tMidence. 
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Hftving great fear of the Mvagea, Oomold'i men set to work 
bailding a fort, in vhich tbe; dwelt .until they had procDT«d 
B cargo of aassafras for their ship, when they huiriedly de- 
camped and set sail for Elngland ; bat npon the grand scheme of 
colonization of which this was ta be the entering iralge, this 
voyage had no further result than to act as a spar to the 
lorda-proprietoia, who impoTertshed themaelrea in iruitlesa 
efforts, until the year 1620 of happy memory shovred them 
what might be done without other rBSoatcee than courage, per- 
sistency, and a firm reliance on the assiatance of Ueaven. 

Goenold also saw and named the remarkable promontory of 
Gay Head, — probably so called from its brilliant and vari^ated 
coloring when the aun shone full upon it. The stmcture of this 
lofty headland bears upon it certain eridencee of its volcanic 
origin. Four or five craters are more or leea distinctly traced. 
The most ancient of these, long since ove^rowu with giasa, and 
called the Devil's Don, measures twenty rods across at the top 
fourteen at the bottom, and is one hundred and thirty feet deep 
st the sides, except upon the one next the sea, which ia open. 
The most fantastic stories continued to pass current respecting 
this wiMfii spot until the beginning of the present century ; for 
here, as fame reports, was one of the residences of Maushope, the 
Indian gtant, the tutelary genius of alt the tribes inhabitlug these 
islands, as well as the adjacent mainland of Cape Cod. Like 
Fiiigal, Maushope was in the habit of wading across the Sound 
when the huuor took possession of him. Here he broiled the 
whale on coals made from the largest trees, which he pulled up 
by the roots. After separating No-man's I^nd from Gay Head, 
metamorphosing his children into fishes, and throwing his wife 
on Seconnct Point, where she now lies, a misshapen rock, he 
broke up h<iusekueping and left for parts unknown. 

The tishcmien used to saj- that it w.is a common thing to see a 
light upon f!ay Hoail in the nijjht-timc, and it was handed down 
as a matter undisputed nmoiif; tliem that the whalemen were in 
the habit of guiding themselves at night by the lights that were 
Been glancing upon Gay Head. When they appeared flickering 
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iu the dailcnesB the soiJors would say, " Old Mausbope is at it 
again ! " But the beaeon-lighU were held to be frieiiiily ones ; 
for, like the stats, they showed the belated mariner what course 
to steer. The eea has encroached greatly upon the clay cUffa 
in the courae of centuries. The hanulesa deacendants of the 
warlike mce still inhabit the place ; but the Ught of a powerful 
Fresnel sinning from a massive Unvor has superseded the mid- 
night orgies of the wandering Maushojie. 

Like the Eastern wizards, Maushope was cajiable of mising 
mists whenever he wished ; but tliat his was wholly an original 
method will appear from the following traditional account of the 
discovery of Nantucket, which is presented verbatim. 

" III former timeB, a great many mooiis ago, a bird, exlraordiiinry 
for iu eiM, used often to vi«t the eouth Bhore of Cape Cod and entry 
from thence in iu talons a va»t number of biuoU childraii, Mau- 
sliope, who was an Indian giant, as fuine repoi'ta, resided in iheaa 
parts. Eiiro;^ at the havoc among the chihireii, be on a certun 
lime waded inlc) the sea in pureuit of the bird, till lie bad croBscd the 
Bonnil and readied Nantucket. Before Mausbope forded the Sound 
tbe island was unknown to the I'ed men. Mausbope found the bone* 
of tbe cliilihen in a Jieap under a lar^ tree. He then, wishing to 
smoke a pi[K-, rausacked the island for tobacco ; but finding none, he 
fillol hia pipe with puke, — a weed which the Indians sometimes used 
OS a substitule. Evt^r since the above memorable events fogs hava 
been ^quent at Nantucket and on the Cape. In allusion to tliia 
tradition, when the aborigintot observed a fog rising, they wonld soy, 
' There comes old Maushnpc'ii smoke '. ' TbiH truditinn has been 
related in another way : that an esgle having seiwd and carried off 
n papoose, the parents followed him in their cauoe till they euuie to 
Nantucket, where they found the bones of tbeir child dropjied by 
tbe engle. Tbere is another Indian tradition, that Nuutuckel was 
formed by Mnuxhopc by emptying the ashes from his pipe after he 
hnil done smoking. The two tribes on tbe ielnnd were hostile to 
each other. Tradition has preserved a pleasing instAHce of tbe power 
of love, The western tribe having determined to surprise and attack 
the eastern tribe, a young man of the former, whose mistre^ 1>elonged 
to tbi! latter, ))eiiig anxious for lier safely, us soon as be wus concealed 
by tbe shoiles of nigbt, ran to the beach, flew along the shore belov 



the limit of Ugh ^nbet, mw Ui mJittwi » ■ nmiw l , g>T> tha alnn, 
and ntamed by the mum note bdlBn d^bnak ; tlia ziaag tide 
mMbed mmjr the tnKM of bu <ML As nazt nununn ha •ecom^ 
paniad tbe otlwr wanma of tha triba to tbe atteek : Um 0101117 **■ 
found prepared, and no impiraw'nn eonld ba ntnda on. thnm His 
nroaiiiad undetMted till, aaroal yaan aftar, p aane being iwatowd 
betwam the two tribea, and tha jonng man having maiiiuil the gid, 
the truth came to light" 

W« bave dbewbem related the cncomitUKa that led to the 
ntdement of Nantucket hj tita whitea. llu QoKker cdenieDt 
long continued to be the dominint (hu in the eodal life td the 
island, as well as of its religion and ganroBtmA. Here, fiee from 
persecution, these mucb-abnaed followers of Gen^ Fox wen 
aapposMl to have found their Arcadia. They aatabliehed a pa- 
triarchal government. Instead of laws, titej bad nmigee which 
were obeyed as laws. It waa nearif the happy ideel cmndition, 
where men live without quarrela, without crime, and without 
the enforcement of law. They were bosbandmen and shepfaerdai 
They fished, planted, and traded in peeoe. Altfaongh sone of 
them amassed wealth, everything about tbam oontinoed to wear 
the appearance of a primitive economy; they lived on inde- 
pendently and prosi>crously. Bnt notwithatanding a natural 
predilection for the land — and we can hardly think of Qoakera 
as making good sailotB — there was the sea continually calling, 
continually asserting itself, at theii doore. By a transition aa 
curious as it is absolute, these peaceful shepherds became tbe 
most noted sailors of unr continent and the moet renowned 
wltalemen of the wortil. With this change the native Indiana 
doubtless had much to do ; for in their primitive way they too 
were expert in taking thoso monBtera of the deep. The N'an- 
tiicket whalc-figbcry began in the waters immediately surround- 
ing tlio island, and in bonta. The whaleman finished hia career 
amid the Arctic ice, where he quietly made for himself a route 
long before GnvemmcnU entered into the disastrous contest 
with King Frost in which so many valuable lives have been 
lost Had there been certain indications that whales were to be 
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found at the Pole, the Nantucket wiialemen would have dis- 
covered it. 

The seu-oiinala of Nantucket are consequently very cumer- 
oua ; aud as tiiey chiefly relate to stubborn conflicts with whales, 
they ore very interesting. But as we cow get our oil upon the 
land, the industry which brought Nantucket into world-wide 
notice lias no longer any existence there. There is, however, 
a museum, in which are preserved many evideucBs to the fact, 
in till! ^mu manner that Soleni preserves the memonals of her 
departed East-Indian trade. Alaa ! one cannot but regret these 
chunges. Tlio wliale-tishery gave to the nation a race of in- 
trepid sailors, wlio miglit have become at need her defenders : 
the petroleum disc<jvery lias given na some millionuaires. 

It is well known that sailors are able to discover their whero- 
nbouts, oven in thick weather, by making an examination of 
the soundings that the lead has brought up from the bottom. 
Nantucket skippers, it would seem from the following ballad, are 
able to go even farther than tins, and to tell with their eyes shut 
in what neighborhood they are ; — 

THE ALARMED SKIPPER. 



Max? a lonii, Icmg yetu- u^, 

Niiiitucktt skippers bad n plan 
Of finding nut, though " lying low," 

How iiLiir New York their schooners ran. 

They greased the lead before it' fell, 

Anil then, by souTiding through the night, 

Kniiwing the soil thnt stuck, ao well. 
They always guessed their rccku:iing right. 

A skipper gray, whose eye« wore dim, 
OoiiM tell, by IttHiwi. jnst the spot ; 

And so liclow licM "iluwsc the glim," — 
After, of coursn, his '' something hot." 



NEW-EMGLASD LEGENDS. 

Song in hi« berth, at eight o'clock, 
This ancient iikipper might be foood. 

No mutter how his craft would rock. 
He slept ; for skippers' naps are sonndl 

The wat£h on deck would now and then 
Ran down and wake him, with the lead ; 

He *d up and taste, and tell the men 
How man; miles thej went ahead. 

One night 't was Jothom Marden's watch, 
A curious wag, — the pedler's son ; 

And Ml he mused (the wanton «-retch !) : 
** To-night I '11 have a grain of fun 1 

" We 're ull a set of atupid fools 

To think the skipper knows by tattmg 

What gruiiiid he 's on, — Nantucket schools 

Don't leach such stuff, with all their boating I" 

And su hu took the well-greoscd lead 

And nilibi'J it (I'lsr a Ijoi of earth 
Thiit stoml on lUtk. — a iiftrsiiiji-bed ; 

And then he Miught the ekipper'8 berth. 

Tlif !'kip]i>.-r yiiwiii^I, put out lii^i tongue ; 
Thuti i>\w\ his eyes iu wonilrous haste. 
Ami then upoulhe floor he sprung! 

The skipper stomitil and tore liia hair. 
Thrust oil his lK>ot», anil roared to ATaiden ; 

"NinilucM 'a miiilc, ami here vv are 
liiifht oii:r old Marm Tluckclt's garilen ! '' 
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WHEN Charles I. was nbout to lay bis royiJ head upon the 
block, he took his St. G«or}je from hia neck and banded 
it to Bishop Juxon, saying oa he did ao, " Remember ! " This 
WHS the last word uttered by the royal martyr; for a moment 
later the use feU. Accocding to Hume, after the executiou was 
over, the Cotmcil of Hlate called Juxuii before them, and da- 
lunnded to know what tliia coinmwid of the King aignified. 
Juxon replied that on the day before hia death the King had 
expressly recommended to him to convey to bis sou, should tlut 
sou ever asecnil the throne, his wish that bis raurderera might 
be pordoiied ; and tliat it waa hia owu promise, theu given, that 
the King had recalled when banding hiui his St. Geor^^, — des- 
tined to be placed in his son's bands. The following story is au 
example of the memory of kings and uf the filial obedience of 
Charles II. 

Wo DOW enter upon one of those romantic episodes belong- 
ing to the beroio age of our history and embodying its true 

Tbe history of the tradition ia briefly tbia. It originated iu 
tbo family of Governor Leverett, who ruled over the deatinioa of 
the Day Colony during its desperate struggle with King Philip, 
(uid it has first n permanent record m the [lagea of Hutchiusoa, 
who had In bis possession, wbeu be wrote, tliu original manuscript 
diary and many titber of the private papera belonging to tbe fugi- 
tive regicide. Colonel William tioffe, the herg of the traditional 
atory. 

There ore, it is true, some xeolous antiquaries who do not 
hesitate to characterize the story aa a romnnco pure and simple ; 
but as they have only succeeded at the moat in involving tt in 
doubt, a tradition possessing suifident vitality to live unchal- 
lenged for so long u period as a hundred and fifty years may well 
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be entitled to have the benefit of that doubL Troth above aU 
things ; but before treating one of our most vitlued traditions as 
all impostor, conclusive evidence to the impoaition becomes a 
logical necessity to the framera of the indictmenL They cei^ 
taiiily ought nut to cume into court without a clear case. 

AdJiur iubjadice lit ttt. Without joining in the discossioQ 
here, let ua perform a more gracious duty, and tall the atoiy aa it 
was always told and believed before its credibility was called in 
question. 

In tlio month of October, 1664, fechng no longer safe in their 
retreat at New Hiiveu, Uotfe and Whalley fled up the vallej to 
Hadley, which was then one of the remote frontier plantations. 
Every prtcaution was taken to render the journey a profound 
secret I'pon arriving there they were hospitably received, gireD 
shelter, and carefully ^.'uarded fruni all intrusion upon their priv- 
acy by the minister of the place, the Heveread John KusseU, — 
whose house thencefurth become their abode for fifteen or sixteeD 
years, until death released one of them forever from the eumitjr 
of men and kings. Unlya few, whose lidclity could be depended 
upon, were admitted into the secret ; and for greater security- 
it wivj given out that the regicides hail fleil to New York, with 
the |)ur]Hise uf again crossing the sea^ and taking refuge in 
UulUnd. 

ISpIiuIii these two outcasts, behind whom "stolked the heads- 
man," tinaily immured wilhin the fnur walls of an humble fron- 
tier dwelling, like men who liavc forever taken leave of the world 
and its concerns, but whom the world still vindictively pursues, 
Tlie same ruthless spirit of revenge that had violated the senselens 
bodies of Cromwell and Iretoii was now abroad in New England ; 
and her people, willing thougli they might ho, dareil not oponly 
resist the hanl lofjic of events. That spirit was the vengeance 
of a king ; tliat logic, the restordtiou of Cliarlcs Stuart to the 
throne. 

Eleven years had rolled iiver tlie heads of the exiles. One by 
one their hojies bud falli-ii tn the ground and withered away. 
Whalley had become dccrei>it; GoH'c indeed retained some of 
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the old fire im had bIiowq when, itt the head of CtoinweU's 
Ironsides, l)o cliar^'eil at Dunbar, and turned tlie doubtful issue 
of that glorious iky. This brings us to the yeiu 1675. 

The year 1675 ushered iu tile ftig^ntic struggle with Philip, 
the gKHi Nam^nsett chieftain. Xever before liad such a storm 
of war assaileil poor New England. Calamity followed calamity. 
An adversury who coucenlrated in liis own athletic person all 
tht) hatred, the subtlety, the thirst for vengeance of his race, 
Buddeniy rose, the m^estic and fateful figure of the hour. Philip, 
King of Pokanoket, hati prockimed war, — war in its most terri- 
ble aspect, — war to the knifu. Philip the leader bad iimused 
his [leople from ibnir demlly lethurgy uf forty years to iniiko one 
., one supremo effort It was uuw a struggle for life or 

^ death, and as such liad to be luut. 

The lueimcwl Colonies liostvned to put forth their utmost 
etforta in order to meet the omorgoncy, whose gravity iiicn-flsed 
every hour. A gonoral insurrection of all the tribes was Philip's 
hopo and Mew I'jigland's fear. John Leverelt, a soldier of 
Croniirell, was then at the head of ul&ira; and ho, rising \^< the 
urisis, now showed oil tbe energy that migbt be expeet«d from 
B scholar wlio had sorveil his apprenticeship under so able a 
master. But at first the scale of victory inclined heavily in 

I Philip's favor, liistoad of combats we read only of luitssm^res ; 
instead of victories, the record shows disaster u[>oii disaster, 
Driven at length from his own stronghold, Philip, at tbe 

I Uoiiil of a small biitnl of bis warriors, rutirud into the lu-urt 
of tbe Nipmuck Country, which then extended, a wilderness of 
swamps, thii'kets, and mountain-defiles, between the seaboard 
aettlemetits and those lying in the lovely Connecticut Valley. 
A aiiiglo root! travotsed it. A solitary outjHat, around which 
» feeble settlement had grown up, was planted in the midst 

, of this solitude; this was Brookflold. 

The snnguiunry stniggln was here ronewod ; and here some of 

I ihe b<«t blood in tlio Colony was iisulcssly slied. Upon this 

[ isolated post Philip's confederates, the craily Nipmucka, full 

I vitli fury. Soon after this they were joined by Philip in per- 
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son. He now aimed at nothing less than the total destruction of 
the isolated valley-settlements. The Colonial forces that had 
been sent for the relief of Brookfield, after suffering severely in 
several bloody encounters, succeeded in driving the exasperated 
enemy back upon the Connecticut settlements, which thus 
speedily became the battle-ground of the combatants. Here, 
alas ! the bones of many a stout soldier moulder in unknown 
graves. 

There were several tribes living at peace with the whites in 
this valley whom the news of Philip's successes now threw 
into a fever of excitement ; his agents did the rest These tribes 
had received his wampum, and were secretly sharpening their 
hatchets. The white people, taking the alarm, and being more- 
over warned of what they might presently expect from such 
dangerous neiglibors, attempted to disarm them ; but the attempt 
resulted in these Indians going over to Philip in a body. They 
were pursued, overtaken, and brought to bay near Sugar-Loaf 
Mountain, in Deerfield ; but they succeeded after a sharp fight 
in making good their retreat. This occuixed on the 25th of 
August. 

On the 27th the English were defeated at Northfield, and fled 
in confusion back as far as Hadley before they rallied again. 
On the Ist day of September the enemy made a bold onslaught 
upon Deerfield, and nearly destroyed the whole settlement. 
Thus for a whole week the inhabitants of tliis part of the 
valley had been constantly harried and beset. With the enemy 
always at their doors ; with the war-whoop sounding hourly 
in their ears ; with the hurrying to and fro of armed men and of 
fugitives, — one does not ask whether the inhabitants were in a 
state of perpetual alarm. 

Such was the condition of the little community, among whom 
the regicides lay concealed, on the 1st of September, 1675. 
Their lives were now doubly threatened. 

We will now let an eminent historian and novelist take up 
the narrative. The dramatic power of the simple incident 
needed no attempt at embellishment, and none is made. 
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In Sir Walter Soott'a " Peveril uf tlie Peak " Bridfjeuorth 
relates tliis story : — 

"I was by chance at a email village in the woods more than 
thirty miles from Boston, and in a situation exceuditigly lonely, and 
surronnded by thickets. Nevertbeless there was no idea of any dan- 
ger from the Indians at that lime ; for men trusted in the protection of 
a conBitlerable boily of troops who hod taken the field for the proWc- 
tion of the frontiers, laid who lay, or were supposed tu lie, betwixt 
the hamlet find the enemy's country. But they bad to do with a foe 
whom the Devil binuelf hud inspired with ciuming aud cruelty. It 




was on a SubljiiLh momiiig, when we had nssemhlwl lo take sweet 
comiwl in the Lord's houtt>. ... An excellent worthy, who now 
riui'pa in the LonI, Nebeminh Solsgnwe, had ju»l begun to wrestle in 
prayer, when a woman with disurdi^rud looks and dishevelled hair 
entered uur ehajiel iti a distracted manner, screaming incesinntly, 
'The Indians! The Indians !' tn tbnt Und no man diire sepant« 
htiuself from his means of defence; and whether in the city or in the 
field, in the ploughed land or in the forest, men keep lioside them 
their weapons, as (lid the Jews at the r«bnildinu of tlie Temple. So 
we (allied forth witli our guns and pikes, and heard the war-whoop 
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of these incarnate devils, already in possession of a part of the towiu 
. . . In fine, there was much damage done ; and although our arrival 
and entrance into combat did in some sort put them back, yet, being 
Burprised and confused, and having no appointed leader of our band, 
the devilish enemy shot bard at us, and had some advantage. ... In 
this state of confusion, and while we were al>out to adopt the desper- 
ate project of evacuating the village, and, placing the women and 
children in the centre, of attempting a retreat to the nearest settle- 
ment, it jdeased Heaven to send us unexpected assistance. A toll 
man, of reverend appearance, whom no one of us had ever seen be- 
fore, suddenly was in the midst of us as we bastily agitated the reso- 
lution of retreating. His garments were of the skin of the elk, and 
he wore sword and carried gun : I never saw anything more august 
than bis features, overshadowed by kxiks of gray hair, which mingled 
with a long beard of the same color. * Men and brethren,* he said, in a 
voice like that which turns back the flight, * why sink your hearts ? 
and why are you thus dis([uieted 1 Fear ye that the God we serve will 
give ye up to yonder heathen dogs ? Follow me ; and ye shall see 
that this day there is a captain in Israel ! * He uttered a few brief 
but distinct orders, in the tone of one who was accustomed to com- 
mand ; and such was the influence of his appearance, his mien, hiB 
language, and hh presence of mind, that he wjt'^ implicitly obeyed by 
men wlio ha«l never seen him until that moment. We wei-e hastily 
divided bv his orders into two botlies, — one of which maintained the 
defence of the village with more courage than ever, convinced that 
the unknown was ^5ent by Go<l to our rescue. At his command they 
assumed the best and most sheltered positions for exchanging their 
deadly fire with the Indians ; while under cover of the smoke the 
stranger sallied from tire town at the head of the other division of 
the New-England men, and fetching a circuit, attacked the i-ed 
warriors in the rear. The surprise, as is usual among Indians, had 
complete efl'ect ; for they doubted not that they were assailetl in their 
turn, and phiced betwixt two hostile parties by the return of a 
detachment from the ])rt)vin(ial army. The heathens fled in confu- 
sion, abandoning the half- won village, and leaving l)ehin(l them such 
a number of their warrioi*s that the tribe hath never recovered their 
loss. Never shall 1 forget the figure of our venerable leader, when 
our men, and not thcv onlv, but the women and children of the vil- 
lage, rescueil from the tomahawk and scal])ing-knifc, stood crowded 
around him, yet scarce venturing to approach his person, and more 
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minded, perbapa, to worahip him ox a deaccniled angel than to thank 
him 03 a fellow-mDrtol. ' Not unto me be the glory,' he snid ; ' I 
am but on iniplement fmil aa yourselves In the hand of Hiiii who 
is strong to Jc1ivei\ Bring me it cup of water, that I may alluy my 
parched thiist trc 1 essny the lask of offering thanks where they are 
most due.' Sinking on his kne^ nnd signing ue to oljey him, he 
poured forth a strong nnd energetic thanksgiving for the turning back 
of the battle, which, pronounced wilh a voice loud and clear as a war- 
trunipet, thrilled through the joints and marrow of the hearera. . . . 
He was Hileat : and for a brief space we remained with our facea bent 
to the earth, no man daring to lift Lis head. At length we iookod 
Up ; but mir deliverer was no longer amongst us, nur was he eter 
ugniu seen in the loud which he hucl rcscuetl." 



To IhiH faitliful rcmluring of the tmditiou {rum tho matahlesa 
pen of the Wimrd of the North is pemlunt Southey'a unfin- 
ished poem of "Oliver Nciwman," — n work inteudod to renlife 
this author's long-tiUHlitatud purpose of wtitiii;; un Anglo-Amer- 
ican epic The story of Goffe'e nppeorance nniong tho panic- 
Btrickcn settlers at Hadlcy sn strongly impieaaed him, that Le 
iletvriniued to make it tho main incident of an histonual poem, 
which, unfortunately for the wurld, nevor advanced Iwynnd the 
firat stages of development. Tlie chamcters are introduced, and 
tho action begins, — when the curtftio falls, leaving us, indeed, 
wilh tlio programme in our liaiida, in tho form of notes, but with 
the aoiise of irreparahlu loss to ua and to our historic annals. As 
if to cnm|iel the admiiation due to genius, Soutliey makes one of 
the despised sect of Quakers his h»ro, who, from a double sense 
of duty and fihal love, has crossed the occah in search of his 
]iroscribud ainl fugitive parent. 

This remarkable tradition iHd not escupc the ijuick recogni- 
tion of our own master of roniancu. Tt ia nceor<iingly tho sub- 
ject of one of Hawthorne's enrlinat tales, entitled " Tho Gray 
Champion." It la true that tho action is transferred to Boston, 
that the time is brought forward ten years, and that tlie author 
seeks to produi;e a moral rather than a pliyaicul effect in his 
dim&x. But the incident ia attU the same. The Gray Cham- 
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pion who suddenly confrouta Sir Edmund Andros and his ro- 
tinua in the strecta of Boston and bids them "stanii," is no 
other tlian the fuj, t e regie de and h a purpoee la atUl to exalt 
the spirit f the people by tb t mely d splay of tl e aupenonty 
of moral over ni ro j I ys cal power on the b de of the nj^Utful 
cause. Such a tl e trad t on 

Dr. Dw gl t rektes tl ut Mr ItusHell s house hud been pulled 
down some jenrs pre\ ons to 1 9 v b t to tl e spot m 1796 but 




that Mr. Gaylord, the owner of tlio estate, gave him the following 
fact concerning it. When tiie workmen were demolishing the 
building they discovered, just outside the cellar wall, a crypt 
built of eoiid masonry and covered with hewn flagatonea. 
Within this tomb were found the bones of Whalloy. AfW 
Whalley's death Goffe quitteil Hadloy, living soraetimea in one 
place and sometimes in another, under Tnrinus disgnisea and 
aliases that have ^ven rise to other legendary tales couceming 
him or the places that became bis asylum. 

By a hyperbole, exaggerated perhaps, bnt still pardonable in 
B people who traced everything in man or nature to the active 
intervention of the Moat High, the unknown aavior of Hadley 
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18 loi^ spoken of as on angel sent for their deliTemnce. Hia 
sudden appearance among theni, UU strange garb and speech, the 
dignity and authority of his manner, and linally hia unaccount- 
able disappearance in the moment of victory, m.iy well hav& 
exalted him in their minds to a supcrnatuml being. King 
Charles would have decapitated the regicide ; our antiquaries 
would decapitate both angel and legend witli as tittle remorae. 
As the custodian of each, wo say, in the language of the royal 
martyr when upon the scaffold, " Do not touch the axe." 
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Salem Village, 191. 

Scarlet letter, 171, 172. 

Scott, Sir Walter, 453. 

Sea-serpent, 156. 

Sewall, Samuel, 57, 304. 

Shattuck, Samuel, 49, 50, 61. 

Shawmut; see Boston. 

Shirley, William, 73. 

Sii^oufney, L. II.; see "Contents." 

Skeleton in Anuor, 397. 

Smith, Captain .lohn, 153, 243. 

Sonthov, Ilobert, 455. 

Soutlnvick, Cassandra, 184; Daniel, 

1S5 : .losiah, 185; Laurence, 185; 

Provided, 185. 
Spoffoni, Harriet P., 28G. 
Standish, Myles, 383. 
Stevenson, Marmaduke, 40, 312. 
Storv, Joseph. 180. 
Story, W. W., 108. 
Surriage, Agnes, 223. 
Swampscott, 102. 

Tayix)!!, Bayard, 239. 
Thaehcr, Anthonv, 245. 
Thacher's Island.* 244. 
Thaxter, Celia, 355. 
Toppar), Ilev. Christopher, 308. 
Trimountain; fee Boston. 
Trumbull. Benjanjin, 427, 431. 
Tucke, Hev. John, 347. 
Tudor, Frederick, 153. 




UimERwooD, Fnocii H,, S54. 
L'pham, Rev. Charla \V., 280. 
Uring, Caplain Nalhuiiel, 36S. 



Wabah, 121. 

WaJiworlh, CapMin Jenmiah, 4: 
W.iaroii, Kicli.rd, 320. 
Wallord, Thum>B, 0. 
Wnllon, GeorL-c, 393. 
Wardwell, Lydia, 66. 
Waabinslon, Georce. 117. 
Woshinpon Elm. 115. 
Wanlworth, Benninc. 337. 
WcMon, Margarel. 200. 
Wemon, Thnmaii, 366. 
Whalley, Culonel Edward, 460. 



WtiiteHeliT, Rev. Gctirfte, 289. 



WliitmiD, Elii 



"I'onleatt." 

Willis, N. P., 1«. 
Wilwn, Deborah, 66. 

Winuepurkit. 128. 
Winslow, John, 



Wuodbridn, Ucniaiiil . 
WiMxlwonh, Samuel, HTO. 
WoMliilaki!. Georce, 66. 
Wvlkli, flamiif I, 422. 
W>llV>U>ll,4»i. 



138, 146, 286. Hit 



T-21, 240. 
ITO, 188, 210, 263, 
; Corevj Ilibbina. 
r RoRcV, 434. 



UalnnltjPtM*: Jotui miaos ft Boo, Caabrida*. 
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THE WRITINGS OF SAMUEL ADAMS DRAKE, 

AROUND THE HUB. 

A BOY'S BOOK ABOUT BOSTON. 

BosTg^ IN i,-yi. 
" Of Ihe books on Boston. Mr, Simuel D.ikc's ■ Around Ihe Hub ■ is 
much ihe best. The author has written a book about Boston — Boston in 
the old lirat— (or boys. From the days when— as the second chaplEr has it 
— 'the Puritans hung up their hals ' in the then small town o( Shawmut, down 
to its expansion into the Boston of a hundred years ago, ihey were stirring 
times, indeed. Mr. Drake tells how the first settlers In Boston managed to 
settle with their Indian neighbors. He draws for us graphically accurate 
pictures of the old Puriun homes and customs. Then we gel to the time 
when the withdrawal of the King's Charter caused the BoslonianK to rise in 
arna, and how sturdily they stuck to their rights U told in a style thai quite 
secures one's sympklhics. The history of the American straggle for inde- 
pendence could not be written without [he men of Boston well in the fore- 
ground, and as the narrative progresses, we are taken through the thick of 
the moral and actual lightbg until the famous chapter of history gains a new 
reality from the vivid style of the narrator. Although some pans of the 

to do boys real good. Capital Illustrations are scattered through the volume. 
increasing the realism of the old-time scenes so well depicted."— 7»/ 
Landon BooiiiiUr. 

One volume. Square lamo. Illustrated. Price, $1.50. 

Sold by aU BeekuUtrs. Mailed, post-paid, ok rtctipt of prUt, 
fy au PublUhert, 
_ ROBERTS BROTHERS. BOSTON. 





THE WRITINGS OF SAMUEL ADAMS DRAKE. 

Old Landmarks a?id Historic Person- 
ages of Boston, 

Om Vslymi. Sqw* lino. 100 rllmlrill — > . Pric* 13.00. 




Old Landmarks and Historic Fields 
of Middlesex. 

On* Volam*. SqMr* llnw. Fully IJIuilnM. Prioa 11.00. 

" Vdui Old I.indniuli> of Boston u i perfect ilorriiaUM) of 



" I am ijmply aniued al the ealoit toA ucaxicj of iti inToitnatioD." — ytlut 
G. Pai/rtf. 

" HUtoric Fields imd Muisiom of MiddlcKi a. a book ifWr mi Own heut.' — 
Btnttn J. IjuiiHg. 

Sold by ail Bookscllirs. Mailed, pasl-p-tid, on rictipt gj prict, 
-by Ih* Publiihtrs, 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, Boston. 
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STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES 

CECIL H, GREEN LIBRARY 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305-6004 

14)5) 723-1493 

All booki moy be recoiled oFter 7 doys 
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